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Jenna accidentally unleashes a dark and powerful 
Necromancer out of the Tomegathericon, whose intent is to 
spoil the very world he now walks. 


1. Tomegathericon 


Necromancer 


Yay, Caz is starting new story. Go, me! 

Ivan: Well, so long as its not another deathfic, we're happy. 
Look at the title! 

Ivan: Necro... mancer? Do l... want to know? 

You'll find out! 

Mia: | am scared. Is that normal? 

Yes, Mia, very normal. 


Mia: O... okay... well, Camelot owns Golden Sun, as you 
should know by now! On with the story! 


- Tomegathericon - 


"This is a nice looking book," Sheba said approvingly as she 
ran her hand over the fine black leather cover. It was a deep 
sooty black, with red and blue lines running over it, and an 
intelligible script scrawled on the cover. Inside, there were 
various pictures and accompanying text, all painstakingly 
scribed in with fine ink. The pages were crisp and white, as if 
the book itself was brand new, but for all they knew, it could 
be well over a hundred years old. This book was the 
Tomegathericon, a book of dark magic, and the group had 
acquired it in Kibombo, a gift from the Gabomba. 


"Some of the pictures are very gory," Felix commented, 
flicking through the pages. The pictures depicted such 
scenes as decaptiation and people writhing in pain, while 
black snakes crawled all over their bodies. There were also 
pictures of monsters, like a Demon that was very similar to 
the ones they had encountered in the Gabomba Statue ora 
huge, headless suit of armour that looked very formidable 
and frightening. The text referred to him as 'Dullahan, the 
Shadow, Guardian of Iris' and Felix privately hoped that they 
would not actually meet this scary creature, but he wasn't 
going to say it out loud. 


"Definitely not a choice of bedtime reading then," Picard sat 
in a corner of the room, polishing his Black Orb with a cloth 
until it gleamed and showed his reflection in the clear, uncut 
glass. The Kibombonians had not been too gentle with it 
when they were taking it from Madra, to Kibombo, and it had 
gotten some smears on it, which did not impress the 
Lemurian. He could hardly wait to get back to their ship, but 
they were staying in Madra at the moment in the inn and 
they could go to the ship tomorrow, it was already too late to 
go on, the sky ha already dark for a while now. 


"Looks like you can revive people too," Felix's gaze rested on 
a diagram of a corpse changing state, so that it looked 
exactly as it would have just before death, and then rising to 
a standing position, looking well and healthy. "This is 
definitely a useful book then. And we got it for free as well." 


"And that underground cave wasn't too bad either, not like 
Airs Rock," Sheba brushed her hand through her blonde hair 
as if fearing there might still be sand in there, lodged in by 
the blustery winds they had struggled against to get Reveal 
for her. "How many days did we spend in that place? Four or 
five?" 


"Six," said Jenna decisively, chewing on a slice of buttered 
bread. "I thought we would be in that stupid place forever." 


"No kidding," Sheba grimaced. "It took a long time bathing 
before | got rid of all that sand. But Reveal isn't too bad, 
finding money and other treasures hidden in pots is much 
easier now." She leaned over to look closer at a picture of a 
wooden puppet dancing in front of a person. The person 
appeared to be frozen in fear, their face a solid mask of pure 
fright, sweat pouring down their skin. "I don't get it, what's 
so scary about that wooden puppet?" 


"Fire Puppet," Felix read out loud. "Venus, 7 points, used to 
paralyse your foe in fear." 


"If it's a fire puppet, shouldn't it be Mars?" Jenna wiped 
breadcrumbs off her mouth and dusted them off her skirt. 


"That's what it says," Felix insisted. "Venus elemental. Don't 
ask me why." 


"So, if you should equip it on yourself, it changes your 
Psynergy?" Kraden mused, walking over to the table. "That 
is very interesting. Like that Mysterious Card we also have. | 
wonder if there are other items similar to this. On our quest, 
we should be sure to find them all, if we possibly can." 


"The Djinn can change our Psynergy too," Sheba held out 
her hand and a Djinn appeared in her hand, before taking to 
the air and flying around in circles around her head. 
"Whoah, slow down, Breath, you'll make me dizzy if you 
keep on going like that." Breath let out an amused sound 
and dropped onto her head, looking very comfortable up 
there. Sheba smiled. "I really do like having the Djinn with 
us, its like having a lot of pets in a way, except they actually 
talk back." 


"And you can just argue with them," Jenna folded her arms. 
‘Right, Cannon?' The stubborn and fiery Mars Djinn just 
made a disgruntled noise inside her mind and did not 
answer. 


Picard got off the chair and walked across the room to 
carefully place his Black Orb inside a dusty leather 
knapsack. "There, sparkling clean again. Tomorrow we can 
return to the ship. | do hope my ship is alright, but it should 
be, considering the door's magically locked. | doubt even a 
monster could get into that ship." 


"| wouldn't be sure, monsters are sneaky little things," Felix 
recalled the time a Wolf had nearly managed to jump him 
from the back. Luckily, he had heard it growl slightly and 
turned around, pulling his sword out just in time to strike 
back. "Those annoying things just keep coming back again 
and again, it's as if there's millions of them." 


Sheba let out a yawn and placed her hand over her mouth. 
"Is it that late already? I'm so tired." 


"Yeah, it's pretty late," Felix got up, pushing the chair back. 
It made a scraping sound on the floor as it grated over the 
wooden floorboards. "I'm going to go to bed now, we'll 
probably have a long day tomorrow, especially now that we 
have the ship and we can go even further. Probably even 
more monsters to meet as well, but I'll live." 


"Yes, we should get an early night tonight, you can spend 
tomorrow learning about how to use a ship," Picard plopped 
onto one of the beds and pulled the gold bands off his 
ponytail, letting his aquamarine hair fall down around his 
shoulders. "It'll be tiring work, | can assure you." 


"Goodnight," Sheba smiled as she walked out of the room, 
rubbing her tired eyes. 


"Night, Felix, ‘night, Picard, goodnight Kraden," Jenna 
followed her out of the room. 


"| look forwards to tomorrow," Kraden was currently saying. 
"Now that we have the ship, the journey has many new 
prospects for us, who knows what we'll find? Ah, well, | 
should get to bed too. Goodnight, everybody." And he left 
the room, leaving Felix and Picard alone. 


"| am so freaking tired..." Felix fell down onto his bed, 
burying his face into the bedcovers. "Stupid monsters." 


Jenna sighed, tossing and turning in her bed. She was 
restless, unable to drop off to sleep, even though she felt so 
tired. It seemed that something was not allowing her to rest, 
there was something that she had to do before she could 
actually go to sleep. Letting out a soft cry of frustration, 
Jenna sat up and pushed back the bedcovers, looking 
around the dark room. A small rectangle of moonlight lit up 
the room, revealing that Sheba was already fast asleep. 
Jenna slid her legs over the edge of the bed and got up, 
padding softly across the room and exiting into the hallway. 


Jenna realised that she wanted to have a look at the 
Tomegathericon. She was not exactly sure why, as looking at 
gory pictures was not quite her thing, but it might make for 
some interesting reading and she might even drop off while 
doing so. Jenna looked towards Felix and Picard's room, 
where she knew the Tomegathericon was, and crept towards 
the slightly ajar door, carefully pushing it open. Jenna 
peered in and confirmed that the two were asleep, so she 
quietly tiptoed in, heading to the table where the shiny 
black book was. It actually seemed to be calling to her, but 
she shook the feeling off and reached out for it, albeit 


nervously. Time seemed to come to a standstill as she 
reached for it, unnerved by the darkness and how eerily 
silent it was, the only sound being a strange whispering, 
which could be excused as the wind rustling through the 
branches. Jenna's hand touched the cover and she grasped 
the book with her fingers, slowly levering it off the table and 
holding it with both hands. 


A loud sound shook through the room and Jenna jumped, 
almost letting out a shocked exclamation, her heart 
hammering away. She realised that it was just Picard, who 
had let out a snore, and sighed in relief, walking back 
towards the door and silently slipping out. Jenna padded 
across the dimly lit hallway, finding a chair to sit on, 
conveniently placed under a dull, flickering candle fixed into 
the wall. Jenna laid the book on her lap and flicked through 
the pages, looking at the drawings and skimming over the 
text. There was not much in there to interest her at the 
moment, and she flicked through the pages faster and faster 
until she came to the last two pages, scribed in red ink, 
which was odd as previously black ink had been used and 
she wondered at the change of colour, peering closer at the 
small text. 


The text seemed to tell of a creature, who was dark as the 
night and a powerful black magic practictioner as well as a 
necromancer, who had found his home in the book. That 
part, Jenna did not quite understand. Accompanying the text 
was a picture of a skeletal figure wearing a hooded cloak. On 
the second page was a sort of poem. Jenna started to read it 
aloud in a quiet whisper, so she would not risk awakening 
everybody. 


‘Creature of darkness, creature of night, 
Who is hidden away from the light, 
Come you now to me, 


Let your presence once more be, 
In this blackest hour, 

That sealed away power, 

Once more come to this place, 
Once more l'Il see your face, 
Come, great beast of shade, 
Your freedom has been made." 


Jenna was stunned as she realised exactly what the spell 
might be. It sounded like a Summoning spell, to bring forth a 
dark creature, presumably the creature the text spoke of, 
and he must be in the book. The Tomegathericon slid off 
Jenna's lap and fell to the floor, smoke issuing from the 
centre of the pages. A musty smell accompanied the swirling 
smoke and Jenna grimaced at it, watching the swirling 
smoke. A dark figure formed among the smoke and it faded 
away, to reveal a skeletal being, essentially a skeleton with 
no flesh or organs, just dry white bones, wearing a black and 
red cloak with a hood. The mouth was fixed into a sinister 
grin, and a dull red light blazed in the skeleton's eyes. Jenna 
fought down the urge to scream, rooted to the chair by the 
horrible spectacle. 


"Who are you who has revived me from my eternal prison 
inside the Tomegathericon?" The skeleton boomed. "I, the 
great Necromancer, Skelltullar, was sealed away centuries 
past, doomed to spend eternity inside that accursed book 
which | once used of my own free well. Now | am free, this 
world will know my presence once more. What are you, girl? 
A wielder of Psynergy, an Adept?" 


"Y-yes," Jenna squeaked, her eyes widening. This guy had 
evil written all over him and she had the bad feeling that 
she had just done something very wrong. Again. As if 
breaking rules and going into Sol Sanctum so long ago 
hadn't been bad enough, now she had let an evil skeleton 


out of the book? At this rate, she would be in jail before she 
was even 20. "I... um... y-you wouldn't mind getting back 
into the book, would you?" 


"Are you nuts?" Skelltullar ground his teeth. "I couldn't wait 
to get out of that book. Well, it seems that you're just a little 
girl, you couldn't be of much use... but... maybe... we'll 
see..." Jenna shrank back as he raised a finger. A pulsing 
black light floated out of his bony finger and floated along 
until it met with Jenna's forehead and sank into the skin, 
disappearing from view. Jenna gasped and clamped a hand 
to her forehead. She felt nothing but a dull ache where the 
strange light had gone in. "I am sure that we will meet again 
someday. But for now, | must go and see the world | left so 
long ago. Farewell." The skeleton necromancer reached 
down and picked up the Tomegathericon, disappearing in a 
billow of dark, murky smoke. 


Jenna shakily got to her feet, hoping desperately that this 
was just a dream. But somehow it did not seem like a dream, 
she knew that it was horribly real. And even worse, now the 
Tomegathericon was gone. Surely everybody else would 
notice, and then she would have to explain what she had 
done, she let some evil skeleton with the power to raise the 
dead out of the book and lost it in the process, and she 
didn't even know how to get him back in. Feeling horribly 
guilty, Jenna crept back into her room and slid underneath 
the bedcovers. Surprisingly, sleep claimed her within 
minutes and she slept fitfully throughout the night. 


Dun dun dun... stupid Jenna... 
Jenna: Hey! T.T You made me unleash an evil skeleton dude? 


Yeah, you're evil, alright. 


Isaac: But we're good, not evil... 
Really? 
Isaac: ... 


Garet: Please review! 


2. Revelation 
Necromancer 
Okay, FINE! Im updating! 
Ivan: About time! 
... This is going to be a depressing story... 
Sheba: We know. 
There's lots of death and blood and gore... 
Ivan: Yikes... 
... | have to continue though, don't I? 
Sheba: YES! looks demonic 
Okay, okay, fine... jeez... 


Isaac's Girlfriend- Wow, do you threaten for a living? Cool! 
Okay, okay, here's an update. And it WILL get even weirder! 
BWAHAHAHAHAH! 


- Revelation - 


"Hey, guys," Jenna said breezily as she sat down at the 
breakfast table, Sheba sliding into the seat next to her. Felix 
and Picard were already there, as were several other people 
in the dining area of the inn. The girls had just come down 
fashionably late as usual. "You'll never believe what | did last 
night." 


"Last night?" Picard looked up in interest. "What did you do 
last night?" 


"| released an evil skeleton dude from a book, aren't you 
proud of me?" Jenna smiled fakely, wondering if everybody 
would actually buy that. Yeah right. How many people let 
evil people out of books anyway? 


"Jenna, lay off the sugar." Sheba reached for a slice of toast 
and started to spread golden butter over the crumbly 
surface. 


"Did you eat cheese last night?" Felix asked curiously, 
glancing up from his bowlful of cereal. 


"Um... no, why?" Jenna narrowed her eyes in suspicion. He 
didn't believe her either, nobody did. 


"Cheese can give you nightmares, I've heard." Felix replied, 
swallowing a mouthful of cereal. 


"But..." Jenna protested. "This evil skeleton came out of the 
book and he was supposed to be really evil, and | let him out 
by saying a chant, and he had this creepy laugh and 
everything. | asked him to get back in and he wouldn't!" 


"It was only a nightmare, Jenna," Picard assured her. "Don't 
worry about it. Evil skeletons don't come out of books." 


"Where's Kraden?" Jenna demanded. 


"He's probably late." Sheba mumbled through her mouthful 
of toast. "Why?" 


"I want to know if Kraden's ever heard about evil skeletons 
coming out of books, that's why." Jenna glared at her. 


"Jenna, relax." Felix insisted. "It was only a nightmare. 
Nightmares don't come true." 


"Not usually anyway," Picard shrugged. 


"But this evil skeleton, he might want to rule the world or 
something," Jenna's mouth dropped open. "How can you not 
be worried about an evil skeleton?" 


"Are you okay?" Sheba frowned, placing a hand upon 
Jenna's head. 


"I'm fine," Jenna grumbled, pushing Sheba's hand away. 
"Just a little annoyed with the fact that | let an evil dude out 
of his eternal prison. Obviously, nobody believes me." 


"Okay, Jenna," Picard put his fork down and smiled patiently. 
"Which book did he come out of?" 


"The Tomegathericon," Jenna said, casually popping a grape 
in her mouth. "Which had him sealed in it, but of course | let 
him out." 


"The Tomegathericon's in our room," Felix told her. "It's 
perfectly safe." 


"Sure, you two go back to your room," Jenna smirked, her 
eyes gleaming. "See if it's still there then." Picard and Felix 
glanced at each other uncertainly. "He ran off with it." 


"Jenna..." Sheba said slowly. "You aren't... serious, are you?" 


"Um..." Jenna looked at Sheba, then her eyes widened and 
she let out a gasp. "Behind you!" 


Sheba started and turned around in alarm, seeing Kraden 
come walking towards them. She turned slowly back towards 
Jenna, glaring. "That's... KRADEN." 


"Exactly," Jenna replied, munching on a slice of melon. "I 
was warning you of Kraden." 


"Ugh..." Sheba wiped toast crumbs away from her mouth. 
“Jenna, what's the matter with you this morning?" 


"Nothing." 

"Really?" 

"Yeah." 

"Yeah, right," Sheba shook her head. "Morning, Kraden." 


"Good morning, everybody," Kraden said enthusiastically, 
sitting down in his chair and reaching for a bread roll. "How 
are you all this morning?" 


"Freaked out." Felix said. 
"Mildly amused." Picard swallowed the last of his fried egg. 


"Guilty." Jenna put on her saddest puppydog look, her ruby 
eyes widening until she looked like a child trying to seem 
innocent. 


"Irritated." Sheba growled. 


"Oh dear, tempers must be high this morning." Kraden 
commented. "What happened this time?" 


“Jenna thinks she's funny." 
"Jenna's freaking me out." 


"| let an evil skeleton dude out of the Tomegathericon last 
night and he ran off with it." 


"Jenna is getting on my nerves." 


"Oh." Kraden immediately looked very interested in the 
process of putting butter and strawberry jam in his roll, 
deciding that tempers must be fraught enough without him 
interfering. 


"I am not trying to be funny!" Jenna complained. "Go see for 
yourselves, the Tomegathericon's gone!" 


"Felix, did you actually see the Tomegathericon this 
morning?" Picard asked. 


"I... don't know," Felix frowned. "Did you?" 
"Nope." Picard shook his head. 


"Well, even if you don't believe me, my Djinn can vouch for 
me! Right, Cannon?" Jenna asked. Cannon appeared on her 
shoulder a moment later, yawning and tottering around. 
“Cannon, you saw what happened last night right?" 


"Actually, no," Cannon scowled. "I was sleeping." 


"..." Jenna finished eating and got up from the table. "Well, 
anybody ready to go up?" 


"I'll stay a bit longer," Picard said, somewhat reluctant to go 
up and see if the Tomegathericon was still there. "I'm still a 
bit hungry." 


"I'll come," Felix got up. "I'll show you where the 
Tomegathericon is, it should be on the table..." 


"You think Jenna's telling the truth?" Sheba whispered to 
Picard as the siblings walked away. 


"| hope not." Picard did not like the sound of evil skeleton 
dudes popping out of books, especially one like the 
Tomegathericon. It wasn't like Jenna to come down and 
spout a bunch of falsehoods, unless maybe she was bored 
and wanted to rile everybody up. Yet, why would she want to 
do that? 


"What did Jenna do?" Kraden asked curiously, deciding that 
it would be safer to talk now, with only Sheba and Picard 
present. 


"She says she let an evil skeleton out of the 
Tomegathericon," Sheba responded. "I hope she was just 
trying to annoy us, because | do not like the sound of evil 
skeletons." 


"I'm sure she just had a nightmare and believed it," Picard 
said, although unsure. "What else could it be?" 


"Okay, Felix," Jenna stood in his room, looking around. 
"Where is the Tomegathericon?" 


"Over there of cou- what the?" Felix broke off mid-sentence 
as he looked at the table. The Tomegathericon was there last 
night, he was sure of it. He rushed over to the table and 
looked under it. No Tomegathericon. "Maybe | put it in my 
bag or something. Maybe Picard was reading it after | fell 
asleep." 


"| was reading it, not Picard," Jenna spoke up, as Felix 
started looking through his bag. "Face it, Felix, there's a 
skeleton on the loose, he's a necromancer and he's running 
amok with the Tomegathericon." 


"a." Felix finished looking through his bag and dropped it, 
turning to look in astonishment at Jenna. "But why would 
you let a skeleton out of a book?" 


"Well, | didn't know that the poem or whatever it was was a 
spell to free him!" Jenna exclaimed. "It looked perfectly 
innocent to me, and | just had the urge to read it out loud 
and he came out. | asked him to get back in, but he 
wouldn't. So now we haven't got a Tomegathericon anymore, 
and the only way to get it back is to go after him and ask 
him for it back nicely, because | don't think going up to 
Gabomba and saying ‘Excuse me, a skeleton stole the 
Tomegathericon, can | have a replacement please?’ is a good 
idea." 


"Oh no," Felix sat on his bed, kneading his forehead with 
finger and thumb. "I do not like the sound of this." 


"He could sort of teleport too," Jenna continued. "He 
disappeared, making black smoky stuff or something, and 
he also did this funny thing with his finger. He made some 
sort of light go into my head. He's totally evil and-" 


"Jenna..." Felix broke her off. "He made what go into your 
head? Did | hear that right?" 


"Some funny light thing!" Jenna expostulated. "I don't know 
what it was, but it was a creepy black ball of light and it 
went into my head. It kinda ached for a while, but | can't feel 
it anymore." 


"I wonder what that means?" Felix looked worried. "You 
really feel alright?" 


"I'd feel better if | hadn't actually let an evil skeleton out of a 
book," Jenna sat on the bed, looking sad. "It wasn't exactly 
my life ambition to do something like that." 


"Don't worry about it, Jenna," Felix put an arm around her. "If 
we find him, we'll just beat him up and get the 
Tomegathericon back. Did he have a name?" 


"Um... skele..." Jenna frowned in concentration. "Skeletal... 
Skull... skulltu... skelltul... ah... Skelltular. Not exactly an 
original name, is it? | guess his parents ran out of ideas." She 
chuckled sarcastically. 


The door swung open and Picard, Sheba and Kraden came 
walking into the room. 


"Okay, so..." Picard paused. "The Tomegathericon isn't here, 
is it?" 


"No." Felix replied, getting to his feet and walking over to 
the table. "It was right here," he gestured. "But now it's not." 


"| took it out of the room, read something that looked like a 
poem, but was actually a spell to let him out," Jenna also 
stood up, folding her arms across her chest and looking 
deadly serious. "So he's evil and on the loose, and he's a 
Necromancer called Skelltular. He was imprisoned in the 
book, but I freed him on accident and he ran off with it. | am 
such a screw-up. What am | going to do next? Blow up 
Madra?" 


"Blow up Alhafra instead." Sheba suggested, earning a glare 
from the Mars Adept. "I guess you might be telling the truth. 
So now what do we do? Hunt down Skelltular?" 


"He can disappear in black smoky stuff," Jenna protested. 
"He didn't exactly walk away." 


"So, for all we know, he could be in Prox?" Felix cast his gaze 
down at the floor. "Fantastic." 


"Never mind, if we go after him and he knows, he might 
come after us." Picard smiled. 


"That's even better," Sheba beamed. "I've ALWAYS wanted 
to be hunted down by an evil skeleton!" 


"Now, calm down, everybody," Kraden tried to placate them. 
"Fighting is not going to solve anything. Felix, | think the 
logical thing to do would just be to set off as originally 
planned. We may meet Skelltular on the way and be able to 
beat him down or something." 


"Or something?" Sheba's voice rose to a screech. 
"Have you got any better ideas?" Kraden stared her down. 


"No," Sheba shook her head. "Not really. Great. | guess we're 
stuck just doing what Kraden says." 


"Yeah," Felix put some things into his bag. "Okay, 
everybody, pack up, we're going to the ship today." 


"Finally," Picard was pleased. "I miss my ship." 


"I'll just go pack up and endanger the world some more." 
Jenna walked out of the room with a zombie like gait, a wide 
grin on her face. 


"You seriously think you've endangered the world?" Sheba 
gulped, following Jenna. "Aren't we supposed to be saving it 
or something?" 


Felix gulped when he heard Sheba get awfully close to the 
mark. The girls didn't actually know about what was 
happening to Weyard yet, and he was unsure of what Picard 
knew. For the moment, only he and Kraden knew, Kraden 
having told him about it. He and Jenna were supposed to be 
saving their parents and Sheba had said something about 
her destiny. 


Oh yay, another chapter done. Pretty slow, but I'm sure we'll 
have some action soon. Besides, I'm too tired to write more... 
lemme sleep... -.- 

Garet: Wakey wakey! 


Isaac: No, don't, Garet, she turns evil if you wake her up. 
Better let her sleep. 


Garet: Okay... 


Isaac: Review! 


3. Encounter 
Necromancer 


| do not own Golden Sun -.- | have a cold, am not well, | 
ought to be sleeping, but I'll just write up this chapter and 
then go. The muses are indisposed for the moment. 


- Encounter - 


"There's a town in the distance," Sheba pointed, leaning on 
the head of the ship, resting against the dragon's head. Her 
blonde hair flapped wildly in the breeze as she stared out to 
sea, her gaze fixated on a town showing up just north of the 
nearby shore. "Ahead of that beach over there. | think we 
should check it out." 


"Sure, we should," Jenna said eagerly. "Felix! Over there!" 


"I'm going, I'm going," Felix turned the tiller, already 
becoming adept at sailing the ship. It was like a duck to 
water, and he hadn't even had any near collisions... yet. He 
hoped that would not happen. "Okay..." The ship ran 
aground as it hit the beach. "There." 


"Whoah!" Sheba pitched forwards and quickly caught her 
balance. "A bit slower next time, please!" 


"Honestly, Felix," Picard started climbing down from the 
crow's nest. "Do you want us to go flying everywhere?" 


"It's a bit difficult when | can't even see where I'm going," 
Felix argued. "You're supposed to be helping." 


"Well, | was somewhat preoccupied with the scenery," Picard 
smiled sheepishly, shrugging as he did so. "Well, should we 


go to the town now?" 


"| wonder..." Kraden mused. "We should be around Angara, 
so that town may be..." 


"That's what we're going to find out, Kraden!" Sheba called 
out as she clambered down the ladder, feeling water wash 
up around her legs. "Ooh, now my boots are wet. Still, if 
we're using a ship, | should just get used to it." She started 
heading towards the town, Jenna quickly following. Kraden 
climbed slowly down the ladder and went after them, Felix 
and Picard walking behind him. 


The five walked towards the town, not noticing the 
temperature of the air begin to drop. They didn't realise 
anything was wrong until something appeared right in front 
of the town's entrance, barring their way. It had warped 
there, yet it was not Alex, it was a hooded figure, it came in 
with a flurry of smoke and... 


"A... Skeleton?" Picard recoiled in horror, staring transfixedly 
at the strange figure. "How is that possible? It should be 
dead!" 


"Hey!" Felix exclaimed, pointing at a book that the hooded 
Skeleton held in its hand, as if to taunt them with it. "That's 
the Tomegathericon!" 


"You stole our Tomegathericon?" Sheba said accusingly. "So, 
are you..." 


"Fascinating!" Kraden shuddered as he stepped behind Felix. 
"The thing that Jenna spoke of... could that really be it?" 


"Skelltular," Jenna whispered, her eyes narrowing. "The 
Necromancer released from the Tomegathericon." 


"Oh, so you're Skelltular, are you?" Felix drew his sword out 
of its scabbard. "We'll be taking our Tomegathericon back, 
thank you very much!" He broke into a run, aiming to strike 
the Necromancer down, but something exploded a few feet 
away and sent him flying. He landed unceremoniously on his 
bottom and winced. 


"Nice one, Felix," Sheba said sarcastically. "I loved the bit 
where you landed on your butt, care to do it again?" 


"Is that all you can do?" Felix got to his feet, shaking his 
head. "Make people fly?" 


"He's got the Tomegathericon," Jenna stared transfixedly at 
the little black book. "He could use the spells in that, 
couldn't he?" 


"Like... Fire Puppet?" Picard recalled. "The one that should 
be Mars aligned, but wasn't?" 


"Take this!" Felix exclaimed, flashing with Psynergy. "Spire!" 
A cone of rock-solid earth came bearing down onto the 
skeletal creature and merely shattered on his head. He stood 
unaffected, grinning eerily. A bead of sweat rolled down 
Felix's head. "Um... oops?" 


"This isn't working!" Sheba exclaimed in frustration. "We 
don't even know how to fight this guy!" 


"What do you want?" Picard demanded of the necromancer. 
"If you've come to just annoy us, your work is done, and we 
are busy." 


"Busy, yes, | can imagine..." Skelltular chuckled, bowing his 
head and stroking the Tomegathericon with his bony fingers. 
"But don't expect an easy ride. | merely came to test your 
strength, but if this is all you can amount to, then... | need 


not worry. Now you can get back to whatever you were 
doing!" He laughed and disappeared in a flurry of smoke. 


"What is it with evil guys and dramatic exits?" Jenna waved 
her arms, trying to fan away the smoke. "Why can't they just 
say goodbye and walk away? What's with the warping and 
all the smoke? Don't tell me he's trying to enshroud the 
world in smoke!" 


"He got away," Sheba said, disappointed. "We didn't even 
leave a scratch." 


"We were lucky," Kraden chose his words carefully. "He could 
have... attacked back... and since we were... not sure how to 
fight him... we were at a disadvantage. Perhaps we'll be able 
to come up with something, but for now, shall we just check 
out the town?" 


"Okay, fine," Felix slid the sword back into the scabbard. "I 
swear I'll defeat that skeleton guy, | don't care if he's got ten 
Tomegathericons, | will defeat him." 


"Would having more than one Tomegathericon really be 
better?" Sheba puzzled as they walked into the town. "It 
doesn't really make things better, does it?" 


"Whoah... this town..." Picard looked around at the people 
sitting mournfully on boats at the deck, looking longingly at 
the water and swishing nets in it, and they all seemed to be 
rather hungry and miserable. "It is not a happy town... they 
all look so unhappy..." 


"This is Champa, isn't it?" Jenna guessed. 


"I thought so!" Kraden declared. 


"Poor people," Sheba shuddered. "The situation looks even 
worse than what | imagined, after what Briggs told us." 


"So much suffering..." Jenna backed away, looking sadly at 
all the people. "What if Skelltular causes even more? It could 
be all my fault!" She walked away, looking frustrated. 


"Correction, it is your fault," Sheba followed, trying not to 
sound unkind. "Don't worry so much, Jenna, we're not going 
to let him cause anything." 


"| don't know if we should stay here," Felix walked after 
them, looking troubled. "It's bad enough that this town is 
starving, we shouldn't scrounge off what they have and take 
their food, they need every last crumb. We should find 
another town for now." 


"| agree wholeheartedly," Picard followed the group, Kraden 
walking behind him. "The day is still fresh, we have plenty 
more time to do some exploring." 


"| see you've caught up with me again, Felix," A familiar 
voice floated out of nowhere and everybody stopped in their 
tracks, turning around to see the person who had spoken, 
surprised to see Alex walking towards them. Picard merely 
looked confused, not Knowing who this person was. 


"Alex!" Sheba exclaimed, her eyes widening. 


By the end of the day, pretty much everybody was now 
worried about an evil necromancer, sad for the Champans 
and annoyed at Alex. He had the audacity to insult most of 
them and, as some of them put it, try to threaten them to 
get the last lighthouses lit quicker. Now they were staying in 
Mikasalla. It was definitely not one of the most exciting 
towns, but it was quiet and peaceful, and gave them the 


chance to sort out their turbulent thoughts and get over the 
latest events that were happening and get a rest as well. 


Jenna was unable to get to sleep again. Her mind was fit to 
burst. Her anger towards Alex and pity for the Champans 
was the least of her worries, what with the fact she had 
unleashed an evil Necromancer and now evil Mars Adepts 
were threatening them to light the lighthouse quickly. 
Although, they ranked low on the evil scale, compared to 
Skelltular. Jenna remembered what he had done with that 
funky light thing that he made go into her head and started 
fretting over that. It hadn't even given her a headache, so 
what was it for? 


Skelltular stood outside the village, his cloak flapping in the 
breeze. He was hard to see in the shadows of the night, so 
he did not worry about being seen. What could anybody do 
to him anyway? He was a great, powerful Necromancer, it 
was only folly that got him sealed into his precious book in 
the first place. Now, he was going to do something special, 
exercise the power he had. He could go on a worldwide 
slaughter... or get somebody else to do it for him. The 
sockets in Skelltular's bony face flared bright red and he 
started to chant strange, foreign words that were thick and 
heavy, hanging in the night air, laden with doom. 


Jenna gasped and went stiff, feeling a pounding in her head. 
She clenched her forehead tightly, sweat starting to pour 
down her face, wanting to scream but she was unable to. A 
fog was beginning to form in her mind, a thick, musky 
gloomy fog that she could not penetrate. It was taking her 
over, Skelltular's words were leaking into her mind and she 
could not fight, she was caught unprepared and now she 
was... 


'No! ... l... must resist! | won't let him... | won't... some... 
body... help... ...... IG ico eck Santee 


Jenna sat up in bed, her eyes now a shade redder, the pupils 
swallowed up by her irises. She quietly slipped out of bed 
and out of the inn, sneaking through the village until she 
was face to face with Skelltular. She walked with a stiff, 
puppet-like gait, walking obediently towards the one who 
had taken control of her. When she stood in front of him, her 
mouth curved into a slight smile, the corners barely turning 


up. 


"Here you are, my foolish pawn," Skelltular grinned. He 
pocketed the Tomegathericon and spread his hands out, 
palms flat. A weapon appeared in them, a sharp, shiny sickle 
lying snug in the palm of one hand, attached to a strong, 
firm chain, the tail of which lay coiled up in the other palm, a 
heavy ball at the end. "Take this weapon, use it well. | want 
you to slaughter people mercilessly, enjoy their cries of 
anguish, their screams of pain, their anger, distress and 
sorrow. You will obey me and you will be a fine tool indeed." 


"Yes, master," Jenna said blankly, taking the weapon. "I shall 
do whatever you say." 


Okay, yay. Something's happening now. | don't care that it is 
a bit fast, it's not meant to be a 50 chapter epic. Anyway, | 
go to bed now and recover. 


Mia: Please review! 


4. Slaughter 
Necromancer 
Whee! New chapter! 
Isaac: You're writing quicker... 
| want to get it over with... 
Garet: You aren't bored of the story, are you? 


.. No. | just want to get it over with, as | said. Now, deliver 
the disclaimer! 


Isaac: She does not own Golden Sun. You know that already 
of course. 


Garet: Screw the disclaimer! Camelot wont sue you if you 
don't say it. 


... You're right. You're absolutely right. So why the heck do | 
have to have one? 


Yugi: Thanks! Hehe... it's ok, | liked your... ummm... recap. 
Hehe. 


Alyss: No fear, it's going all the way to the end :) 
- Slaughter - 


"Hm?" Sheba frowned, looking out of the window. The sun 
was barely peeking over the horizon, the sky still dark blue. 
It was early, so why was it that Jenna was out of bed? She 
was uSually the last one up. "That's odd... maybe she 
couldn't sleep or something. Yeah, that's probably it." The 
Jupiter Adept had the odd feeling that something was not 


right, that something horrible was about to happen, but she 
shook it off as she started getting dressed. 


Soon, Sheba, Felix, Picard and Kraden were all down in the 
dining area of the inn, starting breakfast, yet there was still 
no sign of Jenna. 


"You haven't seen Jenna, have you?" Sheba asked, placing 
some fuit onto her plate. "She wasn't in her bed when I woke 
up this morning, and it was still early." 


"No, | haven't," Felix spread butter on his toast and reached 
for a pot of marmalade. "That's strange. It's not like her to 
just disappear like that." 


"She might have gone outside," Picard suggested. "Maybe 
she doesn't want breakfast." 


Everybody ate in silence, most of them contemplating 
recent events. Everything seemed to be taking a turn for the 
worse. There were Mars Adepts on their backs, a skeleton on 
the loose, they lost the Tomegathericon... things just weren't 
going right. Hopefully, they would find a solution. What 
would happen in the time they took to find it, nobody knew, 
and they all dreaded it deep down, but they all managed to 
bottle up their fears. 


"This is most excellent food," Kraden broke the silence, in an 
attempt to try and soothe fraught nerves by making 
conversation. "Don't you think so?" 


"Yeah..." Sheba said quietly, munching on an orange 
segment. 


The attempt to make conversation failed rapidly and they 
resumed eating breakfast in silence. When it was finished, 
they immediately headed out of the inn and started looking 


around for Jenna. Their searches proved fruitless and they 
only found one witness who had seen her in the night. 


"| was having trouble sleeping," A woman explained. "I 
glanced out of my window. It was dark so | couldn't see that 
well, but | think | saw a girl heading out of the village. She 
had long hair, tied back in a ponytail, and... | can't 
remember what else, but | didn't see her return... | went to 
bed a while later and | slept the rest of the night." 


"Jenna left the village?" Picard frowned. "Why would she go 
off like that without telling anybody?" 


"We'll have to look for her," Felix headed back to the inn. 
"Okay, everybody, lets get our stuff. We're going to find 
Jenna, wherever she is." 


"Could this be something to do with Skelltular?" Sheba 
murmured, her brow creasing. She had a horrible feeling it 
was, but she was not quite sure how he was involved. 


Jenna approached the village, smirking as she saw the 
people walking through the streets, children playing 
happily, throwing balls back and forth, playing skiprope or 
hopscotch, mothers dusting their floury hands on their 
aprons as they chatted to each other outside their houses, 
the men chopping up wood while dogs barked nearby. It was 
a happy, calm village, they were having an enjoyable, 
relaxed morning, everybody was enjoying themselves and 
they had no idea that anything could go wrong. 


Indeed, they were okay... until now. 


Jenna gripped the handle of the sickle tightly, taking a step 
into the village. Nobody looked at her, assuming she was 
just a visitor checking out the village. Why worry about the 
dangerous sickle and chain in her hands? People carried 


around swords most of the time to fight monsters with, so it 
could easily be an alternative to a sword. She chuckled, 
amused at how easy this was going to be. They were soft 
and weak, unprepared for what was to come, they had no 
defenses, no soldiers... they would fall quickly and easily... 
and others would fall after them... this was just the start. 


Jenna broke into a run and swung the chain with full force, 
the silver sickle darting through the air and tearing a head 
loose, wrenching it from its body. Blood spurted up into the 
air as the head fell towards the ground and rolled over the 
dusty earth, while the body toppled down next to it. Dark 
red blood began to pool up around the severed neck, and 
the body spasmed one final time before it went completely 
still. The head stared upwards, eyes glazed over with horror, 
the mouth hanging slack and open. 


A scream split the air, as two more heads rolled. Blood 
stained the earth, people cried out in agony as they fell, 
unprepared, unable to fight back as the assassin quickly and 
silently infiltrated the crowds, toppling bodies wherever she 
went. A woman screamed as she clung onto the child, his 
face buried in her dress. The sickle slashed through her back 
and she fell down on top of the wailing child, her eyes 
closing shut as she slipped away into unconsciousness. The 
child clung to his mother, wailing for her. He sought his 
father in the crowd and saw him fall easily, trying to reach 
his child, cut down in mid run. 


Jenna danced in and out of the flailing crowds, spinning 
around agilely as she flung the sickle and drew it back time 
and time again, using the chain easily and effortlessly. 
Despite it being her first time using it, she used it expertly. 
Dark spots of blood stained her clothes, her skin, her hair... it 
was everywhere, but she did not care. She merely revelled in 
death, the ending of the lives of these foolish people. Her 


master told her to kill, and kill she would. People got in her 
way, she cut them down. She relished their screams of 
agony, their cries of terror. She laughed mockingly as she 
looked into the children's terrified eyes, grinning as they 
wailed for their parents, whom she quickly finished off right 
in front of them. They clung to the bodies of their dead 
relatives, slain by her hands. 


She even went in the houses, seeking out people who took 
refuge inside. They hid as well as they could, but she always 
found them, guided by their sobs of terror, their laboured 
breathing. She flung open cupboards, finding them huddled 
down in the shadows, trying to cover themselves with 
clothes. She broke locks with the sickle and burst her way 
into the locked rooms, finding people behind those locked 
doors whose screams were cut off as the sickle took their 
lives away. 


Soon, the village was quiet, the only sounds being the wails 
and sobs of little children as the bodies of adults surrounded 
them. They tried to shake their parents awake, cried over 
them, but they never awoke, no matter how many tears were 
wept for them. The children congregated in a group near the 
village boundaries, weeping piteously together, trying to 
seek comfort from each other, but nothing could make up for 
the loss of their parents. 


Jenna marched steadily towards the children, her eyes 
flaring red. One or two children screamed, and they made as 
if to run, but they knew it was futile. She was fast and 
deadly, she could cut them down in seconds, just as she had 
cut down their parents. She stood just a few feet away and 
one hand raised the sickle. Jenna stared blankly at the tear 
stained faces, the hollow, empty eyes, hearing their quiet 
sobs and sniffles, seeing their frail bodies shake with grief 
and fear. She also heard her own laboured breathing, felt her 


exhilaration at the dance of death... and now there were 
only these children left. 


The hand with the sickle shook as it stayed firmly raised in 
the air, the other one tightly grasping the end of the chain. 


She had been ordered to kill the people. Did that include the 
children too? Surely, it did, they too had been part of the 
village. They should die too, go to join their parents in the 
throes of death. Why not? It was a dead village now, the 
happiness was gone, there was only death and mourning. 
Might as well take the children too, as Master would want. 
They were foolish, pitiful, weak creatures anyway... 


So why not? 


What was taking her so long? She had not hesitated to kill 
the people in the village, so why were these little brats with 
the runny, snotty noses and the tearstained cheeks so hard 
to kill? All she needed to do was throw the stupid sickle, slay 
them all, leave them to lie in their blood. That was all. 
Master said... he said... kill them all... that was what he 
wanted... she had to do this to please him... she had to... had 
to kill them... 


'No...' 


Jenna gasped and took a step back, her eyes flashing. She 
could not kill the little children. She knew she couldn't. Her 
hesitiation was enough, she knew she couldn't. Even if 
Skelltular... Master said to kill them all, she couldn't kill the 
children. They were young, they had done nothing wrong, 
they still had their whole lives ahead of them, so it just 
wasn't fair to kill them. Their parents had been taken away, 
but surely they deserved to live on still? Why kill them? 


‘TL... | will... not kill... them...' 


"Run..." Jenna said quietly, lowering the sickle. "Run... as 
far... aS you... Can. Run... away... | cannot... kill you... | am... 
sor...ry..." 


The children screamed and fled, although some of them 
looked confused. She had been going to kill them, hadn't 
she? She raised that dangerous weapon, she killed their 
parents, their families, so why not kill them? But she said to 
run... they had to run, otherwise she might kill them too 
anyway. They ran as far as they could, not knowing where 
they were going, running blindly, not knowing where to go, 
trying to stay together. They had to stay together, they were 
all they had left. Each other. 


"Hey, look, another village," Picard called out as the group 
passed a hill, going down into a steep valley, surrounded by 
mountains. A village stood right in the middle of the valley, 
half secreted by a thick cover of trees. 


"Something doesn't look right though," Sheba said in alarm 
as she began to sprint down the hill. "Something's wrong! 
Hurry!" 


The group ran down the hill, hurrying towards the village. 
When they got there, they were horrified at what they saw. 
People lay in the streets, covered in blood. Heads stared 
blankly at them, a dog whined as it nudged the fallen body 
of its master. Blood was everywhere. A rotten smell filled the 
air. It was dead. The village was dead. Everybody looked up 
and blanched at what they saw. A body pinioned to the tree, 
a stake pounded through its head to pin it to the tree. It had 
already been slain by a deadly blow to the heart. Its jaw 
hung slackly open, the teeth showing through. The glazed 
eyes were wide and scared, the whites showing through. 
Blood had run down the person's clothes in dark red rivulets, 


contrasting against the pale flesh. Flies buzzed back and 
forth over the body, crawling over it. 


"No..." Felix backed away, trying to resist the urge to throw 
up. "This can't be happening." 


"This is horrible!" Sheba burst out, turning and clinging onto 
Felix, beginning to cry onto his chest. "Who could have done 
this?" 


"It must be Skelltular," Picard said stonily, swallowing bile 
that rose in his throat. "Who else?" 


"What a tragedy," Kraden said somberly, looking down at his 
feet, his face laden with sorrow. "It is horrible. No human 
could be capable to doing this, killing so many people, 
ending so many lives like this." 


Poor people. -.-' 
Ivan: Do you feel remorse? 


... Not really. | would if | killed off someone in the game, but 
that's different. 


Sheba: Um, review, please! 


5. Betrayal 
Necromancer 
It seems like hardly anybody's interested in this story 
Ivan: True. 
Is there any point in writing this if nobody reads it? 


Ivan: Never mind, just put loads of violence in, that should 
make it very popular! 


Oh... my... Curse you, Jupiter Adept... 


Sheba: Trust us, put violence in the summary and they'll be 
flocking in droves. 


... | just read that wrong... 


Sheba: ! Hey, just read the story, you know who owns 
Golden Sun! Now, Caz... 


But, hey, I'm glad that people are reading this after all. 
Seems like I'm getting more readers per chapter! Thanks to 
Swordmaster J, SpasticDjinn, LinkO15 and Hollowed Shame, 
and of course the reviewers of the chapters before! Now, this 
chapter's gonna be shocking, so be prepared. 


- Betrayal - 


"Good job," Skelltular grinned at his pawn, standing in a 
straight position and facing him squarely, her face not 
registering a single emotion, entirely blank. "You certainly 
killed a lot of people, and without even a scratch. However, 


you did not even kill the children. Why? Do you still feel pity 
and remorse despite being under my control?" 


"| merely did not see reason to kill the children," Jenna said 
in a clipped tone, not looking at all ashamed. 


"| told you to kill them all," Skelltular pointed at her. "Next 
time | tell you to do something, you will carry out my orders 
exactly, understand?" 


"Yes, master," Jenna nodded. "I will do exactly as you say." 


"Good," Skelltular crossed his arms and looked as thoughtful 
as only a robed skeleton could. "Some people will be coming 
along that road shortly. I'm sure you have had your fill of 
killings, but I think it would be the icing on the cake if you 
were to get rid of these people too, without hesitiation or 
delay." 


"Yes, master," Jenna glanced towards the dusty road, and 
then back to her master. "I will kill them for you." 


"Excellent," Skelltular disappeared in a swirl of smoke, and 
his voice carried to her on a breeze as he departed. "Don't 
disappoint me!" 


"Master has ordered me to kill the people who come across 
the road," Jenna said to herself, walking across the dirt trail 
and secreting herself in bushes, aiming to play the part of 
the silent, deadly assassin. "I shall please him and do as he 
asks. They will be unprepared, they will not expect to be 
attacked... they will die." 


"It is odd," Sheba said as the group recuperated from their 
shock, back in Mikasalla. Further attempts to find Jenna had 
proved fruitless, and for now they were hoping that she 
would come back to the village later on. "Those people... 


they seemed to be have been cut down with a weapon, but 
Skelltular... he didn't seem to have a weapon." 


"It may not have been Skelltular," Picard shook his head. "It 
could have just been bandits, or one single person with a 
vengeance. There is no knowing who did it, but whoever it 
was was swift and deadly, and they fell prey to their attacks. 
They stood no chance. But we have never seen that kind of 
thing happen before, not something as horrible as that." 


"Why would Jenna just go off like that as well?" Felix 
frowned. "Somehow these things seemed to be linked... it 
doesn't seem like coincidence to me. Jenna frees Skelltular, 
then disappears, then an entire village is slaughtered. Those 
people had only recently been slaughtered, perhaps even a 
couple of hours before we got there. It's like it's happening 
in sequence. | hope she's okay, wherever she is..." 


"What kind of person would have killed all those people?" 
Sheba rested her head in her hands, looking sad. "How could 
anybody be capable of that sort of thing, of murdering so 
many people? You'd think they had no heart, no emotions..." 


"And why?" Kraden asked. "Why do it? They could have 
done it for pleasure, or for somebody else." 


"For somebody else..." Felix's eyes narrowed. "What if 
Skelltular wanted... somebody to do it for him?" 


"We don't know what he's entirely capable of," Picard 
rubbed his chin. "He could probably enslave people under 
his command if he wished to." 


"Hey," Felix started. "Jenna said something in Madra... after 
She'd freed Skelltular... he made some sort of thing... a 
light... go into her head. Do you think-" 


"He used it against her?" Sheba guessed. "To... oh no!" 


"Now, we shouldn't jump to conclusions," Kraden cut in 
hastily. "I propose we wait one more night, but if she does 
not come back, then we should go on and hopefully we'll 
find her or she'll catch up with us. We don't know where she 
is, but I'm sure she hasn't been taken by him or anything." 


"| hope not," Sheba said glumly. "But it would make sense if 
she had been, that would explain why she went off in the 
night without a word." 


"It sure is nice weather, isn't it?" Ivan put his arms behind 
his head and walked along casually, leaning back so that the 
sun shined down on his face. "Don't you agree?" 


"That's it, we're bored," Garet complained. "When Ivan starts 
to talk about the weather, you know we're bored." 


"Oh, don't be so grumpy, Garet," Isaac said airily. "Besides, 
we should be arriving at a town soon. Let's just enjoy the 
scenery." 


"Yeah, it's so peaceful and quiet and the scenery's 
beautiful," Mia stopped and turned, a smile gracing her face. 
A breeze gently teased her blue hair and a strand whipped 
across her face. "No monsters, it's nice and warm... just 
seems so wonderful, doesn't it? Almost like nothing at all 
could go wrong." 


The song of the blade hummed through the air and a streak 
of silver slashed through the air twice, striking at its target. 
Blood spurted from the source, flowing over the pristine 
robes, the blade biting deep through flesh and bone and 
being torn cruelly out, yanked back by a chain, which 
returned to its hiding place, leaving the target to stand 
there, ready to fall at any moment as her blood dripped 


away, oozing out of her wound. She raised her head, her 
Skin paling, and she trembled, pain flooding every vein in 
her body. Everybody else was frozen in position, staring 
numbly at her. By the amount of blood that ran over the 
earth, dark, red blood, it was serious. Blood. So much blood. 


"I... Is... ISa...ac..." Mia gasped out, sinking to her knees. 
"He... help... me..." She placed her hands on the ground for 
support and gasped in agony as the blood continued to 
escape. The wound was so deep, she had the horrible feeling 
that it was fatal. Her vision was swimming, she felt dizzy and 
sick, horrified. Something had struck her down, she hadn't 
even seen it, they never knew it was there. 


"Mia!" Isaac broke the trance, screaming out her name in 
anguish as he ran towards her, falling to his knees besides 
her and grabbing her shoulder, as if holding onto her would 
prevent her from departing from this world. "No... Mia! Hold 
on! You can't..." 


"What's happening?" Garet yelled in fright. "Somebody's 
there! They... where are they?" 


"Mia!" Isaac shuddered as he watched the girl bleeding 
freely, she had already lost so much blood. "No! Please 
don't! Don't leave us!" 


"Isaac..." Mia sobbed out, tears flowing down her face. Her 
breathing became shallow and dots were swarming in her 
line of sight. It was beginning to get really hard to stay 
awake. She was going... she had to leave them behind... "I..." 


"There!" Ivan shouted, pointing at the hedge. The blade had 
been directly behind Mia and she had been standing in front 
of it. He broke into a run towards the hedge, determined to 
spring the assassin and punish them for what they had 
done. 


"No!" Isaac cried out, as Ivan leaped at the hedge. He was 
powerless however to stop Ivan, to stop the blade that came 
Swinging out once more... the blade that plunged into Ivan's 
neck and sliced halfway through, severing half his head. 
Ivan let out a gurgled cry, his eyes full of horror, disbelief 
and shame, and he fell away from the hedge, landing on his 
back with a sickening thud. A puddle of blood formed 
underneath his head as his eyes slid shut. Mia let out a soft 
whimper. She could barely see Ivan now but she knew that 
he was down, he had died before her. She mustered up all 
her energy to look at the shaking, grieving Isaac. 


"I'm so sorry..." Mia whispered, before her eyes slid shut and 
she collapsed, letting out a death rattle. 


"Mia! Ivan!" Isaac got to his feet, unable to believe what had 
happened. He looked towards the hedge, towards the 
assassin who was stepping out from behind it, and froze, his 
blood turning cold as he saw exactly who had murdered Ivan 
and Mia. 


"Ivan..." Garet shuddered, looking from Ivan to Mia. "Mia... 
why? How? Isaac, why is this happening? ... Isaac?" He 
looked towards his friend. "Isaac, are you okay?" 


"It can't be..." Isaac took a step back, tears filling his eyes. 
"How can it be?" 


‘Kill him...’ 
‘But...' 
‘Kill him! 


'I don't want to...' 


'Kill him now!' 


Jenna's mind was in conflict. She had to kill the boy standing 
in front of her... Isaac, they called him? She had to kill him, 
but for some reason a part of her body didn't want to. 
However, Skelltular said not to even hesitate and she had to 
obey her master. Ignoring the screams in her mind, she 
lunged, flinging the blade. He was too shocked to react, to 
defend himself as the blade sliced through his torso, 
avoiding his breastplate. One strike tore through his 
stomach, the other cutting through his shoulder. Isaac let 
out a soft cry and fell onto the ground in a sitting position, 
looking at her in dismay. 


"Jenna?" Isaac clenched his teeth, looking up at her in 
horror. "Why..." 


"Jenna?" Garet stared at her in horror. "Isaac! What are you... 
Jenna, what... Isaac, move!" 


Isaac wanted to believe that Jenna could not possibly kill 
him, her childhood friend, but his worst fears were confirmed 
as she swung the blade again, sweat pouring down her face. 
Tears were forming in the corners of her eyes as she dealt 
the killing blow, and he knew as the blade sliced through his 
windpipe that she was not doing it of her own free will and 
somehow that made his last moments of life a bit better. 


"Isaac!" Garet screamed, backing away in horror. "Jenna, 
what are you doing? Why did you kill Isaac? Ivan, Mia? 
Why?" 


"| have been ordered by my master to kill," Jenna said 
blankly, raising her sickle. "I do not know who you are or 
why you call me by name, whether that be my name or not, | 
am simply a tool being used to kill you. Even as | carry out 
the execution, | feel pain and agony, | do not know why. Part 
of me does not want to kill you, didn't want to kill the other 


boy, but | have to, Master has ordered me to. | will try to 
make your last few moments as painless as possible, so just 
stand still." Tears streamed down her face as she marched 
towards Garet, her eyes flickering red. 


"Jenna..." Garet watched her, horrified. "You don't remember 
me? Or Isaac? Or even your own name? But what happened? 
Where's Felix? Why are you... no! Wait!" The blade flew and 
delved deeply into his heart, before being yanked out with 
the sound of ripping flesh. He gasped, looking at the gaping 
fleshwound left behind. So much blood oozing out... his 
heart beating weakly as it tried to carry on despite being 
torn in half... how apt, he thought ruefully. Garet raised his 
head, looking sadly at Jenna. "I understand... you didn't 
want to do this... we should have tried harder... to save... 
you... if on... ly... I'm glad though... | could... see you... one... 
last... time... Jen...na..." He pitched forwards and landed in 
the dirt, his eyes closing shut as his soul departed. 


"Didn't even put up a fight," Jenna choked out, tears flowing 
freely down her face. So her name was Jenna? And those two 
knew her? Isaac... and the other one... he called him Garet, 
didn't he? Isaac and Garet... "I will remember those names... 
and Ivan and Mia? | wonder who they were... why | feel so 
much agony at this... it hurts so much..." She let out a 
choked sob as she walked away. "Master will not be pleased. 
| hesitated, | could have failed... | felt remorse, even more 
than | felt this morning..." She felt the air turn colder and 
ceased talking, realising that her master was probably here 
already. 


"Hmm..." Skelltular appeared in front of her, his head bowed. 
"So, you killed them. However, you were slow to kill them. 
You may still have a heart after all. That is most displeasing. 
If | see any more hesitation or unwillingness from you, | shall 
be less forgiving, understand?" 


"| understand, Master," Jenna looked shamefully down at the 
ground. "I shall try harder next time." 


"Do not just try," Skelltular said sinisterly. "Now go. | shall 
have another job for you sometime, make for the nearest 
town, Alhafra, | believe. Do not kill anybody, just go and rest, 
and don't try to raise any suspicions, got that?" 


"Yes, Master," Jenna obediently set off, somehow knowing 
where Alhafra was, as if she was allowed to access certain 
parts of her memory. Skelltular watched her leave, feeling 
very displeased with the way she had acted. It had been fun 
to watch her slaying people she knew, but he was not done 
with his little game yet. He had even more plans for her and 
her friends, he wasn't done yet by a long shot. 


Isaac: How could you kill us? 


The story's called 'Necromancer' for a bloody good reason, 
Isaac. 


Garet: Don't they raise the dead? 
Exactly! 

Isaac: So are we being revived? 
Maybe, maybe not, depends. 

Garet: Review if you want us to live! 


... Hah! Yeah! Review if you want Isaac, Garet, Ivan and Mia 
to live! XD There, they should review! 


6. Revival 


Necromancer 

| have a cough T.T It is annoying... 
Isaac: Nasty... 

Yeah... stupid cough... 


Isaac: Camelot owns Golden Sun, but you did know that 
already, right? Right! 


-Revival- 


As Jenna walked onwards to Alhafra, her mind blank and 
clear of the remorse she previously felt, she had no idea of 
the treachery that her master was up to behind her back. 
She was simply told to go to Alhafra and she had to do what 
Master said, that was all. She faintly recalled some dislike of 
having to kill those people, she could not remember why, 
but Master had not been very impressed. She would have to 
try harder to impress him next time. 


They had known her name. They gave her a name. She 
wondered why. Did they know her? No, better not to think 
about them. They were dead, she had done the job, they 
were gone and she would never see them again. She barely 
remembered it, she just remembered the blood flying 
everywhere, spurting in crimson rivers and running over the 
ground, the feeling of exhilaration... although that did not 
last as long. Why had she hesitated? She was foolish, she 
should try harder. No hesitiation next time. None at all. She 
would just go straight for the kill, letting the blade fly 
through the air... it would dance again, quick and speedy, 
snatching life away in a blink. 


Isaac... Garet... 

Who... who were they? 
Jenna... 

Her name? 

Ivan, Mia... 

Did she know them? 


No... she shouldn't think about it. All she had to do was think 
about doing the best for Master. She had to please Master. 
Her feelings did not matter. Only the will to please. Feelings 
were unimportant. She had to kill. No time for compassion, 
sorrow or pity, there was only time for slaughter, destruction 
and death. That was all. 


"Poor pitiful fools," Skelltular chuckled as he looked at the 
four bodies splayed out on the ground. A blond boy with a 
severed windpipe and two other deep cuts in his body, a tall- 
haired one with his heart all but torn out, another blond with 
his head half severed and a girl with deep slash wounds in 
her back. "They fell easily, they did not fight. Human hearts 
are weak... they do not fight their friends or the ones they 
love, even when the ones they care for are forced to fight 
them. Humans are weak, compassionate and pathetic... | half 
wonder why | should bother with this lot, but perhaps this 
can be used to my advantage." 


The skeletal Necromancer inhaled deeply, still smelling the 
musky scent of sweet blood on the air. Blood was 
everywhere, seeping into the ground, dripping off the 
leaves, splattered over a stick on the ground. Death was 
hanging over here like a veil, but it would have to be chased 


away, he wanted to seize this opportunity and as soon as 
possible. 


Skelltular murmured a spell under his breath as he waved 
his hand around, passing it over the four bodies. Golden 
auras surrounded them and healed their wounds, closing 
them up, mending broken flesh, restoring life to their veins, 
making the blood run through their bodies once more, their 
hearts beating again. One of them let out a breath, and they 
all started to show signs of life, be it a twitch or a sleepy 
murmur. Skelltular also saw to it that certain parts of their 
memories were erased before quickly warping out and 
hiding around a corner, still casting a spell. The four rose, 
not quite aware of what they were doing, and it was not until 
they were standing, everything seemed normal, that they 
Snapped into consciousness, unaware of their deaths thanks 
to Skelltular's spell. 


"Yeah, what could possibly go wrong?" Garet grinned, as if 
Mia had only just said that nothing could go wrong, as she 
had right before the blade struck her down. "Although | do 
wish a monster or two would pop up, at least to stop Ivan 
from talking about the weather." 


"There's nothing wrong with talking about the weather," 
Ivan put his hands on his hips. "Maybe someday I'll even be 
able to predict it. | am going to be able to see into the 
future, I'm just not quite able to do it yet." 


"There was a guy in Naribwe who could see the future," Isaac 
recalled. "He acted pretty strange. Too bad he wasn't any 
help in finding that Picard person, | still want to find him, 
whoever he is. He had to be a Water Adept, he turned water 
into ice in Madra." 


"You don't need to find Picard, you've got me," Mia said 
teasingly. "Or do you just want to cast me aside and find a 
replacement?" 


"Oh, Mia," Isaac shook his head, smiling at her. "You know | 
don't. It's just that he's an Adept, like us... and he might 
even have come across Felix's group. Come to think of it, 
what if that Alex didn't stick around with them and they 
needed a Water Adept?" 


"Alex was never one to stick around," Mia said cuttingly, her 
eyes brimming with resentment. "For all we know, Picard's 
with Felix and the others anyway. I'm sure we'll find them..." 


"Help!" 


"Did you hear that?" Ivan turned on the spot, looking 
alarmed. 


"| hear a midget," Garet offered. 


"Garet," Ivan's eyes narrowed. "| heard somebody calling for 
help. That's no laughing matter." 


"Please... help me!" 


"Over there!" Isaac pointed. The four of them ran around the 
corner of the path and found a skeletal figure in a cloak 
kneeling on the ground, looking hurt. 


"Eek!" Mia yelped. "A skeleton!" 


“"Augh!" Garet yelled. "So a monster did come!" He reached 
for his sword, eager to slay the abnormal creature. 


"Wait!" Ivan exclaimed, halting him in his tracks. "He was 
the one shouting for help, wasn't he? Look at him!" 


"Why would a monster want our help?" Garet looked 
sceptical. 


"Are you okay?" Isaac asked, once he had recovered from 
the shock. "Can we help you?" 


"No... it is too late..." The skeleton wheezed out. "We were... 
a tribe... hidden... due to our... unnatural looks... we were 
strange and were persecuted by humans... you may not 
want to... but, please... | am the last one... we were found, 
and she killed them, every last one... | was fatally injured..." 


"Who's she?" Mia asked. 


"A human girl," He answered, adding a moan for effect. "So 
dangerous, eyes as red as rubies, so fierce... a dangerous 
blade that sang as it danced through the air, swinging on 
the chain of death... we stood no chance... we.. were slain... 
the Skull tribe... forever... gone..." A bright flash of light 
surrounded him, flickering on and off as he disappeared, 
warping away with a final moan, even as he felt gleeful and 
pleased with himself for his trickery. 


"Wait!" Isaac cried, but the skeleton was already gone. "Skull 
tribe?" 


"I smell bullshit," Garet crossed his arms, looking suspicious. 
"| don't believe him!" 


"But he was kneeling on the ground, in pain and moaning!" 
Ivan exclaimed. "He died right in front of our eyes!" 


"All he did was disappear," Garet protested. "Alex could do 
that." 


"So you think he warped away?" Mia guessed. "But what if 
he warped away to die?" 


"It must be a bit hard to warp away when you're dying," Ivan 
raised an eyebrow. "But if he put all his energy into it... or 
maybe he was meant to disappear when he died. Maybe 
they all did." 


"Well, you decide, Isaac," Garet offered. "We do have to find 
Jenna, but if you think we should run around trying to 
avenge freaky skeletons... | still think he was lying, if that 
helps." 


"Let's just go on and think about it as we do," Isaac said, 
looking troubled. "Finding Jenna is more important, although 
| feel sorry for that strange person. It's still morning, we 
should be able to cover plenty of ground by nightfall and the 
further we go, the closer we might be able to get to Felix. 
Let's go on." 


"| should have read his mind when | had the chance," Ivan 
grumbled as the group set off. He noticed blood stains on 
the ground, but thought nothing of it, trying to concentrate 
instead on what was going on. Had there been blood stains 
there before? No, concentrate, think. What were they doing 
again? Oh yeah, tracking down Felix and his group. 


Sheba sat on the cliff, looking troubled. She was feeling 
worried, she knew it was not like Jenna to just disappear, 
where was she? Had the skeleton kidnapped her? Why? Was 
Jenna connected to that slaughter in the town? Sheba 
sighed and looked out towards the entry to the village. She 
saw four people approaching and froze as she recognised 
them. 


‘Isaac and the others!' Sheba thought in alarm, creeping 
closer to the edge of the cliff while hiding behind the 
bushes. Isaac walked right into the village, approaching a 
girl who stood near the front. 


"Excuse me," Isaac caught her attention. "I'm looking for 
four travellers. Have you seen anybody?" 


"Um," The girl said hesitantly, looking nervous. "I'm sorry, 
but this backwater village is not the best place to look for 
people. Maybe you would be better off looking somewhere 
else, because | really don't think the people you are looking 
for would be in a place like this." 


"Okay," Isaac nodded, looking disappointed. "Thanks 
anyway..." He turned towards Ivan, Garet and Mia, and 
shrugged helplessly. "No good, I'm afraid." 


"This town looks so quiet," Ivan sensed a deep calm over the 
place. "You could just relax here, no reason to worry... it's not 
exciting, just calm..." 


"Boring..." Garet added. 

"Peaceful, tranquil, quiet..." 

"Dull..." 

"Beautiful..." 

"Pokey..." 

"So are we going to stay here?" Mia asked. 


"It's not even afternoon yet," Isaac looked reluctant. He 
turned back to the girl. "Are there any other towns nearby?" 


"Oh yes," The girl nodded quickly. "Garoh lies to the west. 
You should be able to make it long before nightfall if you set 
off." 


"Sounds good," Isaac smiled, turning back to the group. 
"Let's set off to Garoh, Felix and the others might be there." 


"Miserable..." 


"Happy..." 
"Sleepy..." 


"That's not a proper-" Ivan started, but when he realised that 
Isaac and Mia were watching, he broke off. "Oh, sorry, are we 
going now then?" 


"Yeah, we're going to Garoh," Mia smiled. "But if you're 
having so much fun arguing, you're welcome to stay." 


"No way!" Garet exclaimed. "I don't want to stay here!" 


"Well, off we go then!" Isaac chuckled. The group set off, 
leaving the village and heading towards Garoh. Sheba 
sighed in relief, feeling intensely grateful towards the girl. It 
would bad enough that they might come to blows over the 
lighthouse, Isaac and Garet would not exactly be impressed 
if they found out that Jenna had gone walkabout in the night 
after getting away with unleashing an evil skeleton. 


Night fell, and some people had trouble getting to sleep. 
Felix, Sheba, Picard and Kraden were worrying over Jenna 
and all but sitting up and waiting for her to come back, Ivan 
kept having dreams of blood and death and waking up 
sweating, Garet was worried about people walking around in 
hoods and howling, Isaac was trying to think about whether 
helping skeletons was worth it, Jenna kept having dreams 
that she was miserable and hurt, but she would wake up and 
feel confused anyway, before going back to sleep and 
repeating the whole process. All this was caused by one 
powerful, dangerous Necromancer and he was not done yet, 
not by a long shot. 


Yay! They're alive! | couldn't possibly leave them dead after 
all D 


Isaac: Of course not! Review to see more! 


7. Search 


Necromancer 


I'm in the mood for gory angst... but there isn't any in this 
chapter! sniff 


Ivan: Um, is that a bad thing? 
I'm pretty annoyed right now... 
Ivan: You are? 


.. yes, events are spiralling out of control and that irritates 
me. Don't you just hate it when schedules change at the last 
minute? 


Ivan: Yikes... 
Anyway, just deliver the stupid disclaimer. 


Ivan: Camelot owns Golden Sun. Camelot also has a fetish 
for Mario sports games. Wait for Mario washes his clothes at 
a launderette, coming to a store near you in 2006! She's a 
bit snarky at Camelot about that. Mario baseball? Can you 
believe it? 


- Search - 


The sun streamed through the window, glancing on the 
sleeping girl's face. She moaned and turned over, trying to 
block the sun from her line of sight, but she was awake now 
and turning over would do no good. Jenna slowly opened her 
eyes, wondering where she was. For a fraction of a second, 
she remembered who she was, what she was supposed to be 
doing, where she should be and who with, but then it was 


gone, fading away into the darkness that the sunlight had 
chased away. 


Jenna got up and dressed herself somewhat mechanically. 
She did not stop to think or to question her situation, to 
wonder why she was here, who she was, nothing like that. 
All that mattered was pleasing Master, no matter what. Her 
stomach rumbled, letting her know that she should be going 
to breakfast. Jenna tied her weapon snugly around her waist, 
using the chain to fasten the sickle tightly so that it would 
not slip. She set off down to the dining area and had her 
breakfast alone and in silence, ignoring the stares in her 
direction and the murmured whispers floating around her. 
People were talking about her, she knew it. She could kill 
them. However, Master had not ordered her to kill anybody, 
so these Alhafrans would live for now. 


Having finished her breakfast, she left the inn and walked 
steadily out of Alhafra. It felt good to leave the town, to get 
away from the whispers and suspicious stares. Why were 
they suspicious? Was it because she carried a weapon 
around her waist? Did they know she had killed a lot of 
people? Jenna looked down and noticed that there were 
some specks of dried blood on her clothes that she had not 
noticed before. Perhaps that was why they were suspicious 
of her. She would have to be more careful next time. For 
now, she should wait and see if Master came. 


"What do you mean Felix has already been here?" Isaac 
cried out, as a villager answered his persistent questions. He 
was trying to find out if Felix was even here at all, but it 
seemed that they must have missed him. 


"It's true!" The villager exclaimed. "Brown, scruffy haired 
boy, travelled with red-haired girl, blonde and old man? He 


was here ages ago. | remember that he went to see Maha, he 
learned our secret... not that... | should tell you..." 


"Your secret?" Garet was not so willing to let it go. "Is that 
something to do with the lot of you wearing hoods and 
howling in the night?" 


"Garet," Ivan shook his head. "Don't be so nosey." 


"But | want to know why they howl like wolves in the night," 
Garet complained. "It's unnatural, and it makes it hard for us 
to get any sleep. It's creepy too." 


"Are you done yet?" The villager sounded annoyed. 
"Because Felix is not here. You should try elsewhere." 


"Yes, we're done now," Mia smiled. "Sorry about him." She 
giggled nervously. The villager did not say anything, just 
turned and walked away leaving the four of them to ponder 
on what to do next. 


"So Felix isn't in Madra, Alhafra, Mikasalla OR Garoh!" Garet 
exclaimed. "Did he just vanish off Weyard or something?" 


"That rock blocking the Western Sea is still there too!" Ivan 
frowned. "I'm sure we should have encountered them 
somewhere. Unless Felix has got a ship now." 


"If that ship we saw near Madra was Picard's, and Picard is 
with Felix, then yeah, sounds likely," Isaac nodded. "But, 
hey, we have a ship as well, so they haven't exactly got the 
advantage over us or anything." 


"Well, we'll just have to keep looking," Mia sighed. "Are we 
going to do anything about the skeleton we met yesterday?" 


"It was a fraud," Garet folded his arms. "We don't help 
frauds." 


"It doesn't make sense anyway," Ivan paused for a moment's 
thought. "How could one girl alone slay an entire tribe? And 
if she meant to slay the entire tribe, why would she let one 
get away? How would she know that the skeleton wouldn't 
live? Besides, how can skeletons live? It makes no sense. I've 
never heard of this hidden tribe. I'm more likely to believe in 
lycanthropes." 


"Huh?" Isaac blinked. 


"Werewolves," Ivan's face lit up. "People by day, wolves by 
night when they see the moon. | believe in them, I'd like to 
see one. | wonder if werewolves really do exist." 


"Maybe that's why the people here howl at night and wear 
hoods!" Garet exclaimed. "They're werewolves!" 


"Um... | believe we were supposed to be talking about 
skeletons?" Isaac tried to steer the conversation before it got 
out of control, but everybody already seemed to be far more 
interested in werewolves. "Okay, Ivan's right, the story 
doesn't match up... besides, the skeleton we met, there was 
something | didn't like about him, a kind of strange feeling, 
like he was enshrouded in evil." 


“Enshrouded in evil?" Mia echoed him. "And you wait until 
now to tell us... so, do you believe in werewolves, Isaac?" 


"Why don't we just ask them?" Isaac said in defeat. "Who 
knows, they might really be werewolves!" 


"Yay!" Garet rushed over to a person standing next to a 
house. "Excuse me, are you a werewolf?" The person 


blinked, and laughed, although the laugh sounded kind of 
nervous. 


"Are you kidding?" The person squeaked out, looking around 
frantically. "I've never seen a werewolf in my whole life! 
Honest!" 


"What's it like being a werewolf?" Ivan immediately took a 
different tack, asking a younger child. 


"Oh, it's really cool," The kid answered. "We get fangs and 
claws, and turn all furry. But we're not supposed to show 
outsiders that we're werewolves. Hey, how did you know we 
were werewolves?" 


"Wow..." Ivan's jaw dropped. He straightened and rushed 
over to Isaac, smiling. "Isaac, last night was the full moon, 
and apparently that's when werewolves transform. Do you 
think we could stay for the night next time there's a full 
moon?" Isaac just slapped his forehead with the palm of his 
hand. 


"So, we're leaving then?" Picard watched Felix putting 
things in his bag, and reached for his own as well. 


"Yeah," Felix nodded. "If Jenna had just gone for a walk or 
something, she would be back by now. | hope we find her on 
our way. For now, let's just try going north on the continent." 


"Sounds good," Picard rummaged through his things, 
packing them away neatly. "At least Osenia's a fairly small 
continent, so it shouldn't take too long to find Jenna so long 
as she's still on the same continent." 


"Anywhere's good so long as it isn't Garoh," Sheba spoke 
from the door, where she had been listening to the 


conversation. "Isaac went there yesterday, and we don't 
want to meet them yet." 


"This is just too creepy anyway," Felix closed his bag. "I feel 
like Isaac's going to leap out of a bush in front of us, or if it 
isn't Isaac, it's some creepy Skeleton freak. I'd feel a lot 
better about this if Jenna hadn't decided to go walkies in the 
middle of the night without a word." 


"I'm sure Skelltular had something to do with that," Picard 
finished packing and slung his bag on his back, standing up. 
"While that's not much better, it does make more sense. Are 
you done packing, Sheba?" 


"Yeah, and so's Kraden," Sheba nodded. "Guess we'd better 
go now." She involuntarily shivered. "I've got a bad feeling 
about something but... | don't know what. We'll just have to 
figure it out in time." 


"I'm going to be neurotic at this rate!" Felix complained 
miserably. Sheba threw him an apologetic glance. 


"| have another job for you," Skelltular looked at his pawn 
contemptuously. He was still annoyed about her constant 
reluctance with killing and even moreso that he hadn't been 
able to truly turn her friends against her. He had watched 
them and they had simply brushed aside his lies in mere 
minutes, only concerned with looking for her ironically. 


"What is my job, master?" Jenna fell to her knees and bowed 
her head, staring blankly at the ground. "Does it concern 
anybody in that town | stayed at last night?" 


"That pathetic town?" Skelltular looked towards Alhafra. 
While the town itself wasn't too bad, the Mayor was even 
worse. He shook his head. "No, it is nothing to do with 
Alhafra. | want you to kill more people." 


"Why, master?" Jenna asked without thinking. 
"Don't ask why!" Skelltular thundered. 


Jenna winced as a surge of pain shot through her body and 
she crawled back two paces. "I am sorry, Master, forgive me. 
Who are the people who must be killed and where am | to 
kill them?" 


"It does not matter who these people are either," Skelltular 
chuckled. "They have caused me trouble, or attempted to, in 
the past, that is all. They are heading this way from the 
direction of Mikasalla, so simply just head that way and 
dispose of them as quickly as you can. It is a group of four, 
including an old man and a young girl, with two young men 
as well. They are weak and should pose no threat to you. You 
will not resist either, do you understand?" 


"Yes, Master," Jenna vaguely wondered if there would be 
cause to resist. She had killed people before easily enough... 
but when it came to those children... and those four people, 
with those two that knew her name... was she going to have 
a hard time killing these other people? "I will not resist this 
time, | will do what you say without hesitation. | promise." 


"| am starting to find it harder to trust you," Skelltular 
carried on. "You still have your weaknesses, you are just 
human still. However, if you hesitate or even don't kill them, 
| will be very angry and you will be punished." 


"Yes, Master," Jenna seemed to become smaller as she 
kneeled on the ground. "I will not give you reason to punish 
me this time." 


"Now, go!" Skelltular commanded. "I will be aware if you 
hesitate or fail, so don't you dare try it!" 


"Farewell, Master," Jenna got to her feet and set off down the 
road, walking with a brisk pace. She was already beginning 
to feel reluctant about killing more people, but she simply 
tried to hide her feelings, she could not run the risk of 
disappointing her master again and being punished. 


After a while of walking, Jenna sensed that some people 
were nearby. Hoping that these were the people she was 
looking for, she quickened her pace, revelling in the rush of 
the wind that breezed past her, the sound of her feet 
stamping rapidly over the dusty track, the scenery whizzing 
past her. She saw them in the distance and skidded to a 
halt, striking her weapon through the ground and sending 
up a cloud of dust into the air. 


"What's that?" Picard saw a blur in the distance and backed 
away as it appeared that the object was going to run right 
into them. However, it stopped and a cloud of dust rose into 
the air. "Huh?" 


"It's... somebody..." Felix said uncertainly, watching the dust 
clouds settle, revealing the person behind them. His 
expression changed from confusion to surprise. 


"Jenna!" Sheba took a step forwards, but stopped. There was 
something not right. Her clothes was covered in blood, she 
was holding a weapon and she wasn't even looking at them, 
her head was lowered and her face covered in shadow. 


| decided to stop here... whistles Don't mind me. 
Jenna: glares Cliffhangers are the root of all evil! 


Well, evil's cool anyway. 


Jenna: ... sigh 


Sheba: Review, one and all -.-' 


8. Reluctance 


Necromancer 

Sorry! | really am! I've just been... so busy. Stupid school. 
Mia: We're threatening her with Call Dullahan. 

glares at Mia You big meanie! 


Jenna: waves Tomegathericon Now, now, pipe down and 
write more, Caz. 


Whyyyy? 

Mia: Just do it! 

Eh... okay, here we go. 

Jenna: Camelot owns Golden Sun! 
- Reluctance - 


"What are you doing?" Felix asked, although he had a gut 
feeling that he knew. The way she was standing there, 
weapon in hand, not looking at them... covered in blood... 
"Why are you covered in... blood?" 


"Where have you been?" Picard shook his head, horrified at 
the sight. 


"With my master of course..." Jenna whispered, still staring 
at the ground. A sly smile curved her face as she gazed 
intently at the line in the ground caused by her weapon 
whipping through it. 


"What?" Sheba stepped closer, unsure if she had even heard 
Jenna properly. "Your master!" 


"Not Skelltular?" Felix cried in dismay. 


"Yes," Jenna nodded her head slightly. "Skelltular is the one | 
call Master." 


"So, may we assume that Skelltular made you..." Kraden 
paused, carefully choosing his words. "Do things for him? 
Like... judging by the blood on your clothes, something in 
the nature of killing?" 


"Yes, that is correct," Jenna raised her head, looking squarely 
at him. "I have killed for him, and | have been ordered to do 
it again. It is futile to resist, so don't try." 


"Wait, Jenna! Don't you remember us?" Felix shouted. "You 
can't do that!" 


"| don't remember anything," Jenna replied. "I only 
remember what | am told to do." She raised her weapon 
Slightly, her hands starting to shake as she did so, although 
she barely noticed this. "I must carry out my orders." 


"He told you to kill us?" Picard said, aghast. "How cowardly 
is that? And... he's taken your memory too? Why are you 
even doing what he says?" 


"| have no choice," Jenna took a step forwards, the sun 
glinting off the sickle that swung back and forth on the 
chain, smeared with dry blood. 


"Don't do it!" Sheba yelled, running towards her. "Please, 
don't!" 


"Stay away from me!" Jenna yelled back, swinging the 
weight on the other end of the chain and sending it plowing 
into Sheba's chest, driving her back. 


"Oof!" Sheba grunted as she landed a few feet away in front 
of Felix, clutching her stomach. "That hurt..." A thought 
occured to her and she looked up at Jenna. "Why didn't you 
hit me with the sickle?" 


"What kind of a question is that?" Jenna spat. "You want me 
to hit you with the sickle?" 


"You can't, can you?" Sheba said hopefully, trying to remain 
positive in spite of the situation. An amnesiac Jenna covered 
in blood and waving around a dangerous weapon was pretty 
scary. 


"jenna, please, don't do what he says," Felix insisted. "You 
can't do it... you're not supposed to kill people. Please..." 


"| have to!" Jenna cried out. Now her entire body was 
shaking, and she felt the familiar feeling of reluctance 
creeping up inside her. It was so much more powerful than 
before, it was welling up inside of her and threatening to 
burst, and trying to resist would hurt so much... but she had 
to, didn't she? 


"But you don't want to, do you?" Picard could see quite 
clearly that Jenna was beginning to show signs of distress. It 
saddened him that she was having to go through all this, 
she probably hadn't been happy to kill all those people 
either, but if she couldn't resist Skelltular, then it couldn't 
be completely her fault. He prayed that she would be able to 
resist on this occasion. 


"It doesn't matter what I want..." Jenna choked out, her eyes 
shining with newly forming tears. "What matters is what my 


master wants!" 


"Actually, what you want should be far more important than 
what an evil necromancer wants," Kraden said calmly. 
"Unless you're happy to break your heart... which I really 
don't advise on, either. Don't do what he asks you, for your 
Sake." 


"Why... why does this hurt so much?" Jenna lowered the 
weapon, her eyes fixed ever on it. "Just the thought of killing 
all of you... without even any memories, it shouldn't hurt so 
much, but it still does! Why does Master want to make me 
feel pain in this way?" 


"That's what he wants," Felix couldn't help feeling a little 
relief, she definitely wasn't going to go psycho and kill them 
all when she was like this. "He wants to cause pain to 
everybody, you included. That's why he's making you kill 
people... so you're hurt afterwards, and making you try to 
kill us is just the icing on the cake!" 


"Why does he want me to kill people?" Jenna looked around 
at everybody, as if seeking out an answer. "Why does he 
want me to kill you? | don't understand... he wants me to do 
all these things and never explains... | want to appease him, 
but... this is too much... but if | don't do it, he may punish 
me..." 


"Well, it makes perfect sense, doesn't it?" Sheba stood up 
and placed her hands on her hips. "He turns you against the 
group you're travelling with... your brother, and your friends! 
Look... don't go back to him, stay with us..." 


"| don't think she even went willingly to him in the first 
place," Picard reminded her. "He could probably just draw 
her out again." 


"I can't... stay..." Jenna shook her head, stepping away from 
the others. "I have to go... I've failed again... | know that 
even if | tried, there's no way that... this time... | could kill... 
there's no way. It hurts too much..." 


"Don't go!" Sheba cried. 


"I have to!" Jenna shouted. "I don't want to hurt any of you!" 
She choked back a sob and turned around, running off, not 
even looking back at them. 


"Jenna!" Felix yelled, but she didn't even seem to hear him. 
"We've lost her again..." 


"Well, we'll just have to look for her... and Skelltular," Picard 
kept his gaze fixed on the direction in which Jenna had 
gone. "Let's go." 


"Poor Jenna..." Sheba sighed. "She's been turned into a 
psycho killer." 


"| wouldn't give up hope for her though," Kraden said 
consolingly. "The fact that she couldn't even begin to think 
of killing us is enough." 


"Yeah, you're right," Sheba smiled. "Well, let's go find her!" 


"So... you failed again, did you?" A skeletal apparition 
appeared in front of Jenna, who had stopped to rest on the 
bank of a river, leaning over with hands on knees. The sickle 
chain lay discarded nearby, smeared with mud that mingled 
among the brownish stains of blood. 


"I... | could not do it, Master," Jenna gasped out. "Forgive 
me!" 


"What did I tell you?" Skelltular asked, stepping closer. 


"Um..." Jenna frantically struggled to remember, her mind 
was so full of pandemonium and confusion right now that 
she found it a difficult task. "Not to hesitate or fail, otherwise 
you'd be angry. Are you... angry?" She stood up and backed 
away nervously, yelping as a ball of energy plowed into her 
and knocked her into the river with a loud splash. 


"I also said I'd punish you," Skelltular sighed heavily as he 
watched her disappear below the surface, bound by his 
magic. "You're starting to become quite... irritating. It makes 
me wonder if | should just dispose of you and get someone 
else to do my work instead." 


Jenna could not resist the magic binding her down. Her arms 
were clamped tightly by her sides, her legs stuck together, 
and she stared blankly at the shimmering sunlight dancing 
on the surface of the river as she sank down, coming ever 
closer to the riverbed. 


“However, you did free me from the cursed book, that | will 
not forget," Skelltular tapped his bony chin with a finger. "I 
might be being a little hasty if | get rid of you so soon. | 
wonder what | should do..." 


Jenna could not respond, she was now lying on the riverbed, 
staring through the murky water. It was so dark, so quiet. All 
she could hear was the water rushing around her. It was so 
eerie and calm. Her chest began to tighten and a shiver of 
alarm ran through her body, a tiny voice in her mind told her 
that her oxygen supply was running out. Bubbles started 
escaping from her mouth and nose. 


"I've got a better idea," Skelltular nodded in satisfaction. "I 
don't need you to do my dirty work, | can get my own army. 
But I'll let you out anyway, since you may still be of some 
use despite your utter reluctance to do anything for me." He 


held out his hands and moved them in a swishing motion, 
jerking upwards. 


Jenna burst out of the river and collapsed on the side of the 
river, gasping for breath. A question rose in her mind, asking 
why Skelltular had nearly killed her, surely that didn't 
deserve further loyalty, but she simply pushed it back down, 
refusing to listen. 


"Come with me," Skelltular boomed. "We have further things 
to do." He turned and walked away. Jenna stared at his back 
for a moment before getting to her feet, picking up her 
weapon and hurrying after him. 


"Where is she?" Sheba kneeled over as she reached the top 
of a hill, sweating. "I can't see her anywhere..." 


"Neither can I," Felix said sadly as he stood at the highest 
point, looking around, one hand shielding the sun from his 
eyes. "I think it's going to get dark soon, the sun's going 
down." 


"| can't see any nearby towns either," Picard sat on a rock 
and drank thirstily from a bottle of water. "We're not going to 
make it to one before dark." 


"Then in that case, we should set up camp," Kraden said 
wisely. "Better start putting up the shelter." 


"| don't feel comfortable with camping outside tonight for 
some reason," Felix shivered. "But we've got no choice." He 
started to unzip one of the larger bags. 


"Why have we returned to the village, master?" Jenna asked, 
wrinkling her nose as she looked at her handiwork, all the 
many corpses still lying on the ground. Flies buzzed 
everywhere and a stench filled the air. She wondered 


momentarily where those children she had spared were, 
hopefully they were intelligent enough to leave and find 
somewhere else to stay. 


"To leave these bodies lying around would be such a waste," 
Skelltular chuckled, stepping into the village and peering 
down at a corpse. One eyeball dangled out, suspended on 
the optic nerve. 


"But they are dead, what use are they to you?" Jenna 
stepped away from the body of a woman, staring up at the 
sky with a twisted, horrified expression. 


"Watch," Skelltular ordered. He started to glow with a bright 
red light and chanted some foreign words. The light seemed 
to spread outwards until it had covered the entire town ina 
soft red glow. 


Jenna gasped in shock as the dead woman lying nearby 
twitched. The bodies were moving. Some of them were 
already getting to their feet, some moaned and pulled 
themselves across the ground. Headless people reached out 
for their heads and stuck them firmly back on. The person 
who had been skewered onto the post struggled feebly, 
clutching weakly at the stake in his head. 


"How...?" Jenna shrank closer to her master, cowered by all 
the bodies lurching around. They seemed to look accusingly 
at her, even the one with the eyeball hanging out had 
popped his eye back in and was now staring hollowly at her, 
his bloodied mouth hanging open. 


"They are now zombies, the Undead," Skelltular chuckled, as 
mournful cries and agonised moans rent the air. The zombies 
seemed to be angry, making violent gestures and walking 
rapidly around, punching buildings and kicking pebbles. 
"They are hungry for blood, they are unhappy about their 


deaths, they need to kill. They make the perfect army, don't 
they? A whole army, willing to serve me, who do not get 
tired, hungry, thirsty, anything, they only have the thirst to 
kill and complete obedience. They will do what | say!" 


"V-very good idea..." Jenna shivered as a zombie gnashed his 
teeth, throwing a nasty glare at her. "They don't seem to like 
me very much." 


"Well, you're the one who killed them, what did you expect?" 
Skelltular growled. "Come, my zombie friends, the night is 
almost upon us. Let's go and get some fresh blood." 


The zombies grouped together in a crowd, looking at their 
new master, and they cheered, punching the air and crying 
out rowdily, eager to go on. Skelltular walked away, leading 
them on, Jenna keeping a safe distance from them as she 
also followed. 


Sheba rolled over restlessly, unable to sleep. She felt hot 
and sweaty all over. It was a warm night, but she had the 
feeling that it was something else too. Eventually, she 
decided it was futile to keep trying and sleepily crawled out 
of her sleeping bag, aiming to get some fresh air. 


Sheba sat on a smooth rock overlooking the slope and 
sighed in relief as cool air rustled past her. She looked down 
and squinted as the moonlight shone on something moving 
towards them. A faint, nasty smell carried past her on the 
breeze and she tensed. 


The moving thing... was not just one thing. It was lots of 
things. A whole army. And with a rotten smell like that, it had 
to be an army of... dead. Sheba immediately put two and two 
together, connecting them to Skelltular and the whole 
concept of Revive and the possible other variations, and 
screamed as she realised it was a whole army of zombies. 


Yikes. Zombies. This was a scary chapter. It even scared me 
a little. Wow... 


Mia: trembles under table I'm not coming out! 


Jenna: This would have been a great story for Halloween... 
make sure it's done by Halloween this year though! 


... | fully intend to have it done long before then. 
Jenna: Good. 
Mia: 


please r-review! 


9. Battle 
Necromancer 
Well, okay, I'm updating... 
Ivan: Sure took your time... again. 
Nothing wrong with one new chapter a month... 
Jenna: What's your excuse? 
Work... games... DVDs... 
Mia: Just write the chapter 
Jenna: Camelot owns Golden Sun! 
Battle 


"Zombies!" Sheba yelled, running back to the others. 
"There's zombies coming towards the hill, lots of them! A 
whole army of them!" 


"An army of zombies?" Felix sat up sleepily, rubbing his 
eyes. "What's a zombie again? |... think | forgot..." He 
yawned widely. 


"A creepy undead thing that sucks your brains out," Sheba 
replied. "At least | think it sucks your brains out. That's what 
I've heard. We've got to move! What can we do against 
hundred of zombies?" 


"We've got to run for it," Picard was on his feet, attaching his 
Sheath to his waist, his sword already in it. "Equip 
yourselves, everybody, we've got to find Skelltular." 


"You mean he must be near?" Felix quickly got up and 
started equipping himself. "Well, we've got to go and get 
him then!" 


"| wonder where those zombies came from..." Sheba mused 
as she also equipped herself. "Probably just some place 
where a lot of people died. Like that town." 


"Let's move!" Felix cried when everybody was done. The 
group rushed out, Kraden following, and they looked at the 
zombies coming up the hill in horror. Luckily, the zombies 
were only coming up one side, so they immediately ran 
down a different side away from the zombies. 


As the group ran away from the hill, Sheba dared look back 
and gasped as she saw the zombies turning to look at them. 
"They've already seen us!" 


"We've got to find Skelltular," Felix gasped out. "Huh?" He 
slowed down as he saw a figure in the distance. It was a 
familiar figure, with long hair... "Jenna?" The figure didn't say 
anything, just made a beckoning motion and then ran off, 
disappearing behind a covering of trees. "That way!" 


"She's showing us the way, isn't she?" Picard said excitedly. 
"| guess she's managing to resist Skelltular's control. That's 
great." 


"There is a most rotten smell in the air," Kraden grimaced. 
"Even that far away, | can smell those zombies. It may be 
because there are so many of them." 


"| can see them," Sheba shuddered as she looked over her 
shoulder. She could see lots of tiny figures lurching towards 
them in the darkness, staggering at a leisurely pace, and 
she knew they weren't going to stop. "We need to keep 
moving." 


"| just hope we can do this," Felix muttered, as they hurried 
towards the spot he had last seen Jenna, and found 
themselves standing on the top of a hill. The moon shone 
directly on the valley below, revealing the figure standing 
right in the centre, completely still as he waited. 


"It's Skelltular," Picard narrowed his eyes. "Looks like he's 
waiting for us to come down and kick his butt. Well, we're 
ready for him, let's go." 


"Y-yeah," Sheba shivered, partially from the cold. "Hopefully 
those zombies aren't going to attack us from the back." 


"Kraden, stay on the hill," Felix advised him. "You shouldn't 
be too close to the battle. Hopefully, the zombies aren't 
going to interrupt the battle..." 


"And what if they do?" Kraden asked impatiently. He tutted 
as Felix pretended he hadn't heard the question and hurried 
down the hill, followed by Picard and Sheba. 


"So, you're here at last," Skelltular raised his head to look at 
the three people lined up in front of him, drawing their 
weapons as they stared him down. "You found me out faster 
than | expected you to. | wonder just how you managed to 
do that." 


"Like we'd tell you," Picard sneered. "| Suppose you're ready 
for the battle." 


"You could have just asked us to come," Sheba gripped her 
staff tightly, her knuckles turning white. "You didn't have to 
unleash a bunch of creepy zombies just to get us here." 


"Heh heh heh," Skelltular chuckled. "I thought a little... 
persuasion would get you here quicker." 


“Enough talking!" Felix demanded. "Let the fighting begin!" 


Jenna stood nearby, watching the fierce battle raging. She 
remained passive as she watched the exchange of blows, 
merely interested in just how they fought. Those people 
used strange powers, that seemed somewhat familiar to her, 
yet she had no idea how. The long-haired boy, the one she 
seemed to feel attached to, he made the ground shake and 
his hands shined yellow. The blue-haired one used water and 
ice, and the girl was using wind and lightning. Jenna briefly 
wondered if she was able to use those powers, what kind 
was hers? 


A brief glance at the top of the hill assured her that the 
zombies had not yet arrived. The old man was looking 
around frantically, as if looking out for the zombies. Looking 
back at the fight, she saw that the people were fast wearing 
out yet Skelltular still seemed in good shape. A sigh of 
irritation whistled its way through her gritted teeth. She had 
hoped that they might actually be capable of defeating 
Skelltular. Maybe he needed a distraction, after all... 


Jenna took a deep breath and stepped out from her place 
behind a tree, walking steadily towards Skelltular with a 
determined look on her face. The others noticed her and 
stared as she continued walking and then stopped a few feet 
away from the skeletal necromancer, thinking frantically of 
something to say. "Why do you fight them like this? It is 
clear they will lose. Do you mean to defeat them?" 


"Oh, there you are," Skelltular growled. "Where have you 
been hiding all this time? And of course | intend to defeat 
them, they are weak, puny humans." 


"Weak and puny?" Sheba hissed to Felix. "Did you hear that? 
He called us weak and puny!" 


"Is it not a waste of time and effort?" Jenna threw a frantic 
glance at the party. Why weren't they attacking? Had she 
gotten too close to the enemy for them to use their powers? 
Her efforts were futile... "You are just a sadistic monster who 
takes glee in killing! | had led them here in the hope that 
they would defeat..." She stopped, her eyes widening. 


"So, you have turned against me," Skelltular sniffed 
disdainfully. "I have no use for you anymore." He launched a 
massive fireball at Jenna and sent her flying several feet. 
She let out a yell as she flew through the air and hit the soft 
ground, rolling over a few times and lying there as the 
flames died away, doing little worse than scorching her 
clothes slightly. "Pathetic. Let's get back to the battle, shall 
we?" 


"You monster!" Sheba shouted, casting Plasma. 


"Take this!" Felix cried out, as he attacked Skelltular with 
Earthquake. 


The raging fire... it was so hot... so fierce... but it didn't hurt 
her. Even as the orange flames slowly died away, dwindling 
to mere sparks and leaving nothing but ashes and tiny 
scorch marks on her clothes, she was unharmed. Slowly, 
something was awakening in her, a spark, something that 
chased away the fog that clouded her mind, shrouded her 
memories... a small black light ebbed out of her body and 
disappeared in the air. 


Jenna blinked slowly, lying on the ground. She laid a hand 
flat on the ground and watched as a small fireball formed, 
growing in size, pulsing and flickering, bright orange. Gentle 
heat radiated off it, warming her face as she gazed at it. 
Everything had become so clear in her mind now. She 


remembered everything, she wasn't being possessed 
anymore, she was free. 


A shout caught Jenna's attention and she sharply turned her 
head, seeing Picard being struck forcefully by a plume of 
flames and what appeared to be molten rocks. He fell back, 
caught offguard, and landed on the ground, closing his eyes 
and slipping into unconsciousness. 


"Picard's unconscious..." Sheba gasped out. She looked so 
tired and worn, as if she was going to fall asleep on her feet 
any second now. "It's getting much worse." 


"We'll just have to keep trying," Felix said wearily. He tried to 
deny the fact that they were losing... that their enemy was 
barely harmed while they were just about ready to keel over. 


The book... the book was the key... Jenna realised as she 
stared at the Tomegathericon clasped in Skelltular's hand, 
the way he grasped it tightly with his bony fingers, never 
wishing to let go. It was important to him somehow, yet he 
didn't use it. If that was the book he had been sealed in... 
there had to be a way to get him back in it. She would just 
have to take it from him first. Jenna started crawling slowly 
across the ground, hoping he wouldn't notice her as she 
inched her way closer to him. Felix noticed what she was 
doing, and she mouthed "Distract him." He nodded and 
prepared to cast another Earthquake, aware that his 
Psynergy was fast running out. 


"Pathetic," Skelltular chuckled, as the ground feebly shook 
underneath him. "You are getting weaker by the second! 
One by one, you are all falling and you're not going to 
survive to see the sun rise!" He waved his hand through the 
air and sent a hail of thorns flying through the air. Felix 
threw up his arms and managed to shield his body from the 


torrent of sharp spikes, but Sheba was not so lucky. She 
groaned and fell to her knees, hurting all over as small 
trickles of blood seeped into her dress. 


"Hold on, Sheba," Felix groaned softly, trying to think of 
what move to use next. He was limited to a simple Quake or 
Spire now, and those would do even less than his constant 
Earthquakes had done. However, he had to keep distracting 
Skelltular... Jenna had an idea and it would be ruined if he 
noticed her... "I Suppose you think you're so great, being 
able to pick on people weaker than you are? It doesn't make 
you strong, it just makes you a big bully. Someday, you're... 
you're going to get your comeuppance..." 


"What's the matter?" The Necromancer taunted. "All talk 
and no fight, now? Are you just too tired? Well then, you 
might as well just sit back and relax as you wait for the end. 
The world will no longer live and breathe when | am done, 
but instead swarm with the armies of the undead! As people 
release their last breath, they will tremble in fear at the 
name of the great Skelltular! Ha ha h- hey!" A sickle shot out 
of seemingly nowhere and struck his hand before a chain 
promptly wrapped around it and made it jerk, releasing the 
Tomegathericon. Before the skeleton could stoop down and 
pick up his precious book, somebody had already darted 
over and grabbed it before stepping away again. 


"Okay, now... it should be at the back," Jenna muttered 
frantically, flipping through the pages. "Where that spell to 
release him was. Oh, the spell's not there anymore... the 
words are different..." She narrowly leaped aside as a bolt 
crashed to the ground. "All right, bone dude, your time's 
up!" Jenna took a deep breath and began to read the 
incantation. She had to do little more than read the words 
and then repeat the last line while holding the book towards 


him. Simple enough. So long as one of his attacks didn't hit 
her. 


"Too long have you been free, 

No longer shall you see, 

The world you tried to break, 

Life's existence you tried to unmake, 
Into this book you'll be chained, 

As revenge for the pain. 

No more! No more..." 


Jenna repeated the last line as she flipped over the book, 
facing the pages towards him. Skelltular was just powering 
up a large pulsing energy ball when an odd beam of light 
shot from the book and struck him, stopping the attack. He 
screamed in anger as the beam pulled him towards the 
book, trying to hold onto the ground, but it was futile and he 
flew towards the book, dwindling away until he vanished 
into the rippling pages, his scream echoing around as he 
was banished back to imprisonment. 


Jenna sighed in relief as she snapped the Tomegathericon 
shut and tiredly dropped the book on the ground. She was 
faintly aware of somebody approaching and turned to see 
Sheba standing nearby. 


"Very good, Jenna," Sheba said weakly, smiling. 


"Yeah..." Jenna yawned. "So... tired..." Her eyes snapped shut 
and she fell to her knees before falling over completely, her 
head and arms resting on the book as she drifted off in 
slumber. 


"Well, we're not likely to go anywhere tonight," Sheba felt 
very sleepy as well, and she might as well just share her 
sleeping spot. She lay on the ground next to Jenna and 


rested her head on the book, curling up and pulling her legs 
close to her body, welcoming sleep. 


Felix was feeling very tired too, but he had to just do 
something else before he went to sleep right out in the open 
as well. He hoped it wasn't going to rain as he walked over 
to the unconscious Lemurian. A quick check assured Felix 
that Picard was okay, just unconscious. Sighing in relief, 
Felix fell asleep next to him. 


Alright! The action's over... just one more chapter and the 
story's over. | dislike writing battle scenes... x.x 


Jenna: Review! 


10. Aftermath 


Necromancer 

Okay, time for the last chapter, and that's it, end of story! 
Jenna: And what a story it was... 

No kidding... 

Mia: You didn't take a year to finish it either! 

glares 

Mia: Meep... 

Jenna: Camelot owns Golden Sun! 

Aftermath 


A bird trilled loudly in the top of a tree and the sun beamed 
down brightly, casting its warm golden rays onto the face of 
a sleeping Venus Adept. Felix stirred and rolled over, feeling 
something warm. He blinked and sat up, rubbing his eyes. 
Looking around, Felix saw that he was out in the open, next 
to Picard. Jenna and Sheba were sleeping next to each other 
a few metres away and Kraden was dozing at the bottom of 
the hill, looking quite comfortable. Felix sighed in relief, glad 
that it had been a somewhat warm night and it hadn't 
rained. There were other things to be thankful as well. 


"Wake up, Picard," Felix shook the Lemurian vigorously. "We 
made it. It's morning and we won." 


"Huh?" Picard awoke slowly, wincing as he felt a throbbing 
pain in his head. "My head hurts so bad." He remembered 


the torrent of flames, the flaring rocks, aimed squarely at his 
cranium and the darkness that had swallowed him 
afterwards. No wonder his head hurt so much after a blow 
like that. Picard slowly sat up, casting a Pure Ply, which 
eased the pain away somewhat. "I guess | missed the end, 
didn't |?" 


“Jenna sucked Skelltular back into the book," Felix indicated 
the two sleeping girls, lying on top of the Tomegathericon as 
if they meant to protect it with their own bodies. "It's all over 
now. | wonder what happened to the zombies? They didn't 
devour us in our sleep... there's no smell either." 


"Maybe Kraden knows," Picard approached the old man, who 
let out a soft snore. "He was at the top of the hill, wasn't he? 
Kraden, wake up," Picard carefully shook him, rousing him 
from sleep. "It's morning now." 


"Ah, thank goodness!" Kraden got to his feet, wincing. "My 
back does hurt from spending all night on that hill. | hardly 
expected that we'd all end up sleeping out here all night." 


"| didn't either," Picard grinned sheepishly. "What happened 
to the zombies?" 


"Well, it is odd," Kraden frowned. "The zombies, they 
stopped during the fight as if to watch you all fighting the 
Necromancer, and as soon as he was absorbed back into his 
prison in the Tomegathericon, the zombies all seemed to wilt 
away into the ground and completely vanished." 


"That's odd," Picard agreed. "But good. It would have been 
unfortunate had they stayed and taken advantage of our 
vulnerability after all." 


Felix walked over to the two girls and sat down next to them, 
Shaking them both. "Jenna, Sheba. It's time to get up." He 


carefully pulled the book out from underneath their warm 
bodies and placed it in his pocket for safekeeping, thankful 
to see the Tomegathericon back in his possession. 


"Ooh," Sheba murmured sleepily as she rolled over onto her 
front and propped herself up with her elbows. "That was a 
pretty scary night... it's morning now? We did it! Hey, Jenna! 
Jenna!" 


"I'm up, I'm up," Jenna grumbled, curling up into a ball 
position and yawning, still remaining lying on her side. "Ah, 
just let me sleep... a bit longer... please?" 


"Afraid you can't," Felix smiled. "You've got to apologise for 
running off and making us worry about you, and sneaking 
into my room and stealing my stuff, and... um..." 


"Huh?" Jenna blinked, coming fully awake. She struggled 
into a sitting position and grinned. "Hey, Felix! Did you see 
what | did last night! That was totally radical! | sucked the 
sucker back in!" 


"Yeah, it was cool," Felix grinned wider. "I missed you." 


"| missed you too!" Jenna hugged him tightly. She turned 
aside and held out an arm towards Sheba, who immediately 
joined them in a big group hug. 


Less than an hour later, the whole group was eating 
breakfast in Alhafra. The hype had died down somewhat and 
now Jenna was feeling guilt, even though everybody tried to 
pull her out of it. 


"| killed all those people," Jenna sighed as she stirred her 
coffee. "He was able to get his own zombie army thanks to 
my work. But... at least | don't remember any of it." 


"You don't?" Sheba asked doubtfully. 


"Not really," Jenna scrunched her face up. "I hardly 
remember anything at all. All | remember is Skelltular being 
abusive to me, which did help the control break in the end, 
and he was abusive because | kept hesitating. | don't 
remember the killing, the people | killed. I'm so glad you're 
all okay. | can't believe that jerk tried to make me kill you 
all!" 


"Well, you didn't even hurt us and that's all that matters," 
Picard assured her before cramming a piece of toast into his 
mouth. After swallowing, he added, "And | doubt those 
people suffered before they died. Judging by the nature by 
which they were killed, they must have died quickly. That's 
some consolation, isn't it?" 


"| can't believe we're discussing this over breakfast," Sheba 
stared at her bowl of cereal, feeling a little queasy. "Can't we 
just talk about something else?" 


"You guys don't hate me, do you?" Jenna asked cautiously. 
"Of course not." Felix replied. 


"How could we?" Kraden looked astonished. "What you did, 
Jenna, it was not of your own free will. You don't even 
remember doing it. You are not the one to blame. The only 
one responsible was the Necromancer." 


"Whom | freed!" Jenna exclaimed. 


"You didn't know what you were doing, or who he was," Felix 
said as rebuttal. "And anyway you put him back in pretty 
well." 


"Yeah..." Jenna smiled awkwardly. "Thanks for making me 
feel better, guys." 


"Anytime," Sheba grinned, reaching out and snatching a 
strawberry off Jenna's plate, which she immediately popped 
in her mouth. 


"Hey!" Jenna exclaimed. 


"I ran out of fruit," said Sheba innocently. "And you've still 
got lots more there." 


"Huh..." Jenna let out a faintly amused sigh and shook her 
head, sipping her coffee. Everything was already going back 
to normal so soon, and she was glad. She was also going to 
be very careful around strange books now. 


Short chapter, but it's only the ending chapter that will wrap 
it up. 


And, because somebody asked for one, | wish to say this. 
There will be no sequel. | have no desire to write one, and 
am not really a fan of sequels. | only write one if | feel the 
story deserves one, and l'm afraid that this is not one of 
them. | just don't think it would work at all. So, no sequel. 


Jenna: Hurray! It's finished! does happy 'finished fanfic’ 
celebratory dance 


Mia: Review just one more time of course! 


